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 This magazine features the work of writing studio students, and represents both the quality and the variety of
 writing produced in The Writing Program's undergraduate studios. It is the mission of this publication to further the
 primary goal of the program, to produce critically engaged writers within the academic writing community.
 The title refers to the interconnectedness and interdependence of all texts. Intertext, therefore, emphasizes the
 view that essays speak of and to one another, especially within a community context. The Writing Program is a
 vital, productive community in the process of many conversations, and each issue will contain glimpses into some
 of these.
 Intertext is published semi-annually. All published authors will additionally be considered for the Louise Wetherbee
 Phelps Writing Awards, to be announced each spring. All submissions of work originally produced for a writing
 studio will be given serious consideration for publication. Submissions must include the writer's telephone number
 and address. If a return is desired, the submission must be accompanied by a SASE with appropriate postage.
 Submissions may be turned in to Room #7 HBC. Copyright reverts to the author.
 Letters to the Editor will also be accepted, taking into consideration space available and balance of representative
 content. All letters must include the name, address and telephone number of the writer in order to be considered
 for inclusion.
 Ê
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preface
 Many writers reflect on their childhood as a source of inspiration. They remember when they lost their first tooth, saw
 their first episode of Sesame Street, and had their first kiss. However, not all childhood memories are so innocent.
 Many people have painful experiences in their youth, such as a death of a loved one or being victimized by abuse.
 Although not all children have the same experiences, commonalities still exist. One writer's memories tend to spark
 memories of our own. This issue of Intertext entitled Backtracks, has sought to recapture, and at times, recreate those
 precious, youthful experiences. Everyone can relate, because all of us were children once. We hope to rekindle a sense
 of appreciation for the childhood experiences we've all had that have helped shape us.
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contents
You Got Paid Kid
 by William Robles
From the Child I Rise
 by Lori Calabro
Violent Television and Children: Whose Problem Is It?
 by Cathy Westlake
Home in the South Bronx
 by Eddie Johnson
New York City Professional Baseball and the 1950's: An Era for
 America
 by Alex Marks
The Little Cafe at the End of the Boardwalk
 by Ron N. Gad
Meeting My Angel
 by Julie L. Remmington
What Does It Take To Be a Man
 by Eric Rodaman
A Bigger Mess
 by Abigail
 McMillen
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contributors
Lori Calabro, '99, is an English major from Pawtucket, Rhode Island. She plans to transfer into the S.I. Newhouse
 School of Communications to pursue a degree in Journalism. In high school she was a member of the Rhode Island
 Honor Society and the National Honor Society. She enjoys free-lance writing, gymnastics, and cheerleading. Calabro
 wrote her piece for her 105 studio..
Ron N. Gad , '97, is an English Secondary Education major from Los Angeles, California. In his spare time, he enjoys
 writing short stories. He wrote his essay for Mike Murphy's 305 class.
Eddie Johnson, is a part-time Continuing Education student in UC. He is originally from the Bronx, New York, but
 now resides in Syracuse, where he works for NYNEX. This is the first time he has been published. Johnson wrote his
 autobiographical narratives for Chris Madden's 305 class.
Alex Marks ,'97, is a Marketing Management major from New Gloucester, Maine. He is a recipient of the Dean's
 Scholarship, and has made the Dean's List twice. In his spare time, he enjoys sports (especially baseball), reading,
 writing, and jogging. He wrote his essay for Jeanette Jeneault's 305 class.
Julie L. Remington, '99, is an Aerospace Engineering major from Hamburg, New York. She is a member of the
 Syracuse University Marching Band and the Society of Women Engineers. She also plays piano in her spare time. She
 wrote her essay for Diana Joseph's 105 class.
Eric Scott Rodaman, '96, is a Broadcast Journalism major from Rockaway, New Jersey. He is a recipient of the GOLD
 Leadership Award. In his spare time, he enjoys sports (especially hockey), writing, movies, and music. He wrote his
 essay for Jane Oberg's 305 class
M. Cathy Westlake, '96, is an Operations Management major. She is a transfer student from Onondaga Community
 College, where she earned an Associate's Degree in Business Administration. She is a member of Phi Theta Kappa and
 Phi Kappa Phi. She wrote her piece for her 205 studio.
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Sergio Gregorio, class of '97, is an Honors student from Brooklyn, New York, majoring in English & Textual Studies,
 and minoring in Education. He is a Peer Writing Consultant in the Writing Program, and has conducted extensive
 research on developmental issues of college writers. Sergio is also a Peer Advisor to freshman students in the School of
 Education.
Amye Hommel, class of '98, is from Deer Park, New York, majoring in Psychology. She was published in Intertext in
 the Spring 1995 edition, and has been an editor for the past two years. Amye is a member of the Student Government
 Association and La L.U.C.H.A. (Latino Undergraduates Creating History in America), as well as a researcher for the
 newsletter La Voz de la L.U.C.H.A.
Amy Kraus, class of '96, majors in Inclusive Education and English Textual Studies. She comes from Wilbraham,
 Massachusetts. She is a member of Golden Key National Honor Society and Sigma Kappa Sorority. She has worked for
 three years as a supervisor for an on-campus organization. In her free time she enjoys biking, rollerblading, cross
 country skiing, and going on road trips.
Matthew McAllister, class of '96, is from Wayne, PA. He majors in English and Textual Studies and minors in
 Philosophy. He has worked as an editor on two other publications, ECN and Software Solutions, and has contributed as
 a writer to several magazines and newspapers. 
Eric Scott Rodaman, class of '96, is a Boadcast Journalism student in Newhouse School of Public Communications
 minoring in Psychology from Roackaway, New Jersey. His dream is to work on or around television. He believes by
 reading and writing we all learn something. "Even if that 'something' is instructions on tying shoelaces, you've
 increased your knowledge . . . "
Debra Paige Yelen, class of '97, is from Kingston, Pennsylvania, majoring in Communications Design with a
 concentration in Art Photography. She was editor of her high school yearbook, and plans to continue using her
 experience in publications and the visual arts.
Anatoly Zak, class of '96, is a transfer student from Moscow State University in Russia. He is majoring in Magazine in
 the S.I. Newhouse School. Back in Russia, he worked as a reporter for Moscow's leading independent newspaper where
 he published dozens of articles on science, military affairs and Russian-American relations. He also is the author of
 several studies on American space policy conducted by Moscow's Polytech Society.
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You Got Paid Kid
William Robles
Louise Wetherbee Phelps Award Winner Lower Division
In 11th grade I wrote an essay entitled "My Name in Lights" The next day my English teacher made copies and
 handed them out in all his classes and read it aloud in class. The response I received from my teacher and my
 peers gave me the vision to write out my true story, "You Got Paid Kid."
Two young boys
 Early childhood memories come to mind. . .
Eddie, do the joke.
 What joke?
 The two brothers are facing each other at the large wooden eating table. A window is to their right, facing out
 towards the backyard.
You know, the joke that goes Pete and Repeat.
 The younger brother is pleading for his favorite treat. They're a year and a half apart.
Oh that joke!
 . . . the play has begun.
 Yeah, yeah
 Willie sits back in his seat, waiting for his treat. Eddie begins. . . O.K., Pete and Repeat went into the store. Pete
 came out and who was left?
 (I know. . .)
Repeat!
 (Maybe you didn't hear me. . .)
Pete and Repeat went into the store. Pete came out
 and who was left?
 (I said. . .)
Repeat!
 Eddie continues to play act and speaks louder.
(I guess I need to speak up and use my hands. . .)
 Pete and Repeat . . .
 Now Willie's smiling widely.
 (You must be deaf. . .)
Repeat!!
Eddie puts on an exaggerated look of impatience, and begins to really play with his little brother. Eddie bulges his
 eyes open in pretend anger, and with a distinct and loud voice continues. . .
 PETE and REPEAT went into the store!
 PETE came out and who was left?!
 Willie's hysterical.
Repeat.
 Eddie plops his shoulders down, takes a deep breath and blows it out as if he's exhausted.
Pete and Repeat. . .
The game would go on until I was laughing too hard to tell my brother to "Repeat" it. Only Eddie could make me
 laugh like that. Welfare doesn't supply toy stamps, so we were each other's fun. And for children, that's each
 other's everything. Eddie was my best friend, and since mom and dad were divorced, and dad only popped up on
 the holidays, Eddie was also my father. He literally taught me how to tie my shoes, and as we grew, he showed me
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 how to make it on our streets while making it in school. Eddie was my best friend, my brother and my father.
 Through all the hungry, hard and motherless or fatherless years, we were never separated. Until high school. . .
 How or when the night started I cannot remember. But I know that the fun began on Fifth avenue, the main street
 of Brentwood, Long Island. It was still very warm out, nice enough for just a sweatshirt or light jacket. The
 beginning of fall, so the sun still hung out with us until about seven or eight. It was my older brother Eddie, my
 cousin Alex, my boy Lou, and me, just chilling in front of "Wendy's ," a Spanish bodega. I think that Little Al was
 on the phone trying to find some girls for us to chill with, when from across the street came running Jay,
 Shakkara, green eyed Angel, Dave and Joey.
YO WHAT'S UP?!
 Greetings of pounds went around, the street's version of handshakes. You know, slap me some skin, give me
 five: a pound.
Yo Lou, whatch'a fellas up to?
 Nothing much Jay, little Al's on the phone trying to see what's up
 with these girls for tonight.
 Oh word?! Yea we got the little papi chulo crew here. . .
 Spanish accent version kicked in as Jay continued. . .
Ay mira, thee Roblez brothers tu.
This is Brentwood Long Island, where the mainstream is Hip-Hop, violence and drugs; and where the high school
 drop out and teen pregnancy rates rise each year. That was Jay, he's the smartest, smoothest and most liveliest
 talker I ever met. He's a short dude, but about average for a Latino. He has a tan complexion, hazel eyes and
 black hair, which he wears gelled back and faded on the sides like most other Latino street kids of our time. Jay
 was the type of guy who got a good time going in no time. His gift of gab and style came from his years of
 experience on the streets; Jay put in a lot of time on The Scene. He probably did every drug known to Street at
 one time or another. He graduated in the mid-eighties, and here it was ninety one. Jay knew everyone, and was
 well liked too. Now Joey was Jay's high school apprentice. Jay was bringing Joey up in the world of classic
 materials, you knowthe phattest clothes and the smoothest words. He even looked just like Jay, except Joey was a
 little shorter and his eyes were dark brown instead of hazel like Jay's. Joey was always with Jay, and they both
 sported the phattest gear, or nicest clothes.
Then there was Shakkara, the funniest guy that I have ever talked to. Shakkara was the coolest, and I remember
 how intimidated I was the first time I saw him. He's real tall, dark and rugged looking, the kind of rugged that was
 respected around The Way. Like Jay, Shakkara put in a lot of time on the streets, but he paid his dues to the
 darker, more criminal side. Now Dave Cruz was the youngest one out of all of us. Dave was still in junior high, but
 he was too funny, too criminally minded and too good of a fighter to hang out with kids his own age. He was a
 thin, light skinned half Dominicano half Puertoriqueno kid, and his tall frame helped him look older than he really
 was. Now the only one left to tell you about is green eyed Angel Riviera, another tall, good looking clown. He was
 dark with brown, tight curly hair, and a very athletic shape. Angel's an excellent basketball player. As a matter of
 fact, Green Eyed probably could have played for a big college somewhere, but he was one of those guys who is
 supposed to graduate this year for the past five years it seemed. Angel was the only one out of the three
 eldershim, Shakkara, and Jay, that I knew since I was little. We used to break dance together in the same crew
 when I was in third grade. However, I only met Jay and Shakkara this year in high school. But those are the guys
 that you meet only when you get into high school. You meet them and your status goes like fireworks with good
 times, but meanwhile very silently so do your problems. . .
Ah man!
 Alex slams the phone down.
Al what's up?
 Nobody's home Will, I tried mad numbers . And the
 phone kept my quarter too! Yo this aint our night.
 Yo why don't we all just chill. Parlay by the bleachers
 or something.
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Jay was speaking about the football bleachers at the high school, which was right down the block. He stepped back
 and took his mack-daddy pose. 
Maybe we'll see some cuties there. It's a fly day, the sun's
 going down slow, it's warm. We got all night. . . 
something's bound to come
 up.
 Kids on the street should not wish such things on themselves.
Or you papi chulo's just trying to hold out on the girlies?
 Jay wore a discovering smile. . .
Yeah that's it
 He eased up towards us, mimicking Alex,
Nobody's home and the phone ate my quarter too!
 Yeah right! The girl on the other line ate your quarter.
 You know when we leave, a car full of them girls are 
 gonna pull up from around the corner
 Everybody laughed.
Word up, when I was in high school I was always chillin
 with the girls and jetting on the fellas. . .
 Jay held out his hand to Shakkara for a slap
Word up.
 Shakkara tilted against the imaginary wall with an imaginary girl in his arm. Then Jay turned to Lou, 
Come on Luisito, I know you got a couple of girls just fighting for you on their way ova here.
Louie modestly laughed. He was a light-skinned Puerto Rican with thin brown hair faded on the sides, brown eyes
 and a knack for pulling girls. We were all good looking guys there, but to my undeserving pride, this guy Jay
 thought a little too highly of us. But regardless, this was Jayson Caberro and his boys. At this young age, me and
 my Boys probably would have left anyone and anything just to hang out with them. Well not me, not for girls
 anyway. 
Na it aint like that. We can chill.
 I had to sound real nonchallant and cool like about it. But really, it was a treat.
 
A'ight, so let's go to the bleechers and Chill, Eddie concluded.
ARIGH
 COOL
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 Angel paused for a second. . .
Yo hol' up. Jay you got loot for some forties?
 Yeah, I got. Here, get the rest from Joey.
Jay received Joey's contribution and then eased up into the store. In the hip-hop era, forty ounce bottles are a must
 guest at all gatherings. 
Just meet me at the bleachers yall.
 Arigh, peace.
Afew minutes later at the bleachers, Shakkara was telling us about his hysterical criminal stories while Angel
 returned with the forties. 
Here Will.
 Na, I don't drink.
 Oh I forgot. You an athlete, true true.
 Word Will? What you play
 Jay asked.
I play football, Q.B. and baseball.
 You nice?
 I'm starting
 I replied flatly, then little Al cut in. . .
Yeah he's nice.
 Oh no, that kid Will, a little Bo Julio Jackson.
 Tomorrow's homecoming. Yall should come check me out.
Sports meant a lot to me, and it would have meant even more if they would have come to my games and see me
 play. They'd hear my name after a nice tackle or interception and I'd win their respect and admiration for my dual
 major: Streets and Scholastics, advanced level. 
What time's it at?
 Kick off's at one thirty.
 WHAAAAAT?? I'll be just getting up by then!
WORD UP!
Everybody's laughing. School and its affiliations were all a big joke to Street. It meant nothing to them 
I'm a come though Will, true indeed.
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Yeah, Jay would be there. A few minutes before half time, check out all the girls who always turned out for
 homecoming to check out the guys, sport his phat gear for the fellas and then bounce sometime in the third
 quarter. As I sat there, I just wished so much that they didn't feel that way. I wished that things like School, and
 College, and Football were important to them. Imagine, I would've been playing with my boys on the same team.
 But at least they could've realized that those things were important to me. As I sat there wishing and dreaming
 about my first homecoming, Shakkara started off a whole night of their, what we thought to be, hilarious criminal
 stories. After a good two hours, Louie interrupted, 
Yo I'm hungry. Let's go to Jack's. Ed that girl you be with
 works there tonight. Let's see if she can hook us up again.
 Watcha think? Remember last time?
 Lou began to stare into the air at that big juicy taco. Ed wore a devilish grin. . .
 
Yeah she'll hook us up. Let's see what's up.
Jack's and McDonald's were a nice ten minute walk away. When we got there, Ed went inside. 
Wait here, I'll see what's up. . .
 Don't hog all the food for yourself ya greedy hog!
Al was pretty anxious for the food. A second or two after Eddie went into Jack's, this kid Julio walked out. Actually
 he was a grown man like Jay, graduated in the same class and all. But also like Jay, he hung out with high school
 kids and other grown men who hung out with high school kids. Julio spotted Jay and walked up to him.
What's up Jay, how you feeling?!
A little small talk sparked. Then I saw Lou just turning from Julio's car. It was a nice red Isuzu Trooper which stood
 out because it had a black Rag Top and wide tires, which Sported new Chrome-dipped Rims. However, I suddenly
 realized that Lou had been staring at the jeep the whole time, so I took a closer look and realized what had been
 holding his attention. On the spare tire cover there was this big custom tag that read "R.I.P" through a tornado.
 The letters screamed out at me. . .R.I.P., that was the name of the Crew that My Boys got into the biggest gang
 Fight with about two weeks ago, right in front of the high school after dismissal. It started at the high school level
 with their skinny friend and my skinny cousin, two eleventh graders. Then a phone call later it escalated to several
 car loads of anxious adversaries. Loui turned to Julio, 
Your boys George and Stretch owe me the fair one. One threw
 a brick on my head and the other one hit me with a mallet that
 day in front of the high school. Now they both owe me the head
 up, just fists.
Man, Loui's crazy! He's a short Puerto Rican with more nerve than guys twice his size. R.I.P. now that's a big gang,
 a much older one too. These guys were scary characters who were known for causing Drama. Some of them
 probably carried Burners too, you know Toolies, A Piece, guns. Quite different from just a Crew of Fellas like me
 and my boys. We had plenty of Boys ourselves, but some of them would have been scared of these men, including
 me. But that was Lou for you, within the next few years he would be known as the best boxer in Brentwood. He
 got his nerve from his fists. Now everyone knew that Loui could beat both these guys. They were no match for any
 of us really; but it was the gang that they ran with that really scared me. I was still just a Pretty Boy, I never even
 had a fight in grammar school. The only True To Heart Fighter there from our Crew was Loui. Me and Eddie were
 strong and fast, we had abilities, but it's different. It's more Heart than abilities and Lou had both. Me and Eddie
 only had one. Especially me, I must say that I was a real scared kid. Now the butterflies were really going in my
 stomach. Julio responded to Lou,
Aright. I'll see what's up.
Julio went to the pay phone across the street. Loui was uncertain with Julio and the rest of that crew's tactics.
Yo Jay, you know this kid right? Make sure. . . tell him. . .
 Yo Lou don't even sweat that kid. I'm putting in the word.
 I know all them word up. They aint gonna mess with you.
 Jay spread his hand across his chest,
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You with me.
 Alrigh. just make sure, cause I don't want. . .
 Yo Lou trust me. I aint gonna let something happen to you Lou,
 Jay's hands were moving with his words while he looked Lou dead
 in the eyes real sincere
 and strong-like.
Word up, I got boys too! They know what time it is!
 If they jump in I'm jumping in and they don't want
 that. Aaand we got Shakkara here. My man'll have all
 of C.I. and Wyandanch up in this piece! Come on Lou
 they don't want none. They know what's up!
 Shakkara was staring at Julio's jeep real intense.
Word up.
No smiles. Aright, we were safe for tonight. Jay does have a lot of Peoples, but some of it might be Smooth Talk.
 That was the problem, if you didn't have a lot of Boys who were already Proven or Ready To Prove, you were in
 trouble. You couldn't Take Care Of Your Problems with someone without getting jumped by their Boys; the days of
 One-On-One's went out with Disco. 
If things go down tonight you got my
 back, right?
 Of course Lou, we brothers.
Yeah we brothers, since fifth grade. We knew what the other was thinking without a word, just a quick look or
 glance. We were there for him, we were always there for each other. So now it meant that if Lou was going to get
 jumped by thirty guys, then so were me and Eddie. We gave him a stern look. Lou knew he was safe. We trusted
 each other with our lives, and now we had to. Julio came jogging from across the street. Say they 're not home!
 Say they aint coming! 
George said aright. Meet them at the train station.
Julio nodded his head up towards the train station which was across the street behind us. Well It's On for sure now.
 The train station, man! There wouldn't be a cop for miles. We turned and began to walk across the street. I wish
 those girls were home when Al tried to call them. Well I can't think about that now. Too late. While we're walking
 to the station, I turned to see Jay and Shakkara, who were trailing behind, talking to Julio. Julio was nodding his
 head. They're getting the formalities over withno guns, no knifes, no bats. Just a clean fight. I couldn't hear them
 but I knew what they were saying. . . 
The head up aright
 
 Julio nodded his head,
Of course, no doubt.
 
But something aint right, I can feel it. I don't trust Julio and his boys. Quickly we arrived at the train station parking
 lot. It was about ten o'clock and by now it was dark out. Lou took his sweatshirt off, then the watch. He handed
 them to me. I gave the stuff over to little Al, things might go down tonight. Eddie looked ready, his jaws were
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 clenched as he walked over to Lou. 
Now it's time to show 'em what you can do.
 Everybody's gonna be here and they're gonna
 be watching you! I'm sick of these kids,
 word up! It's time we let 'em know. Yo Lou,
 beat the sense out of that kid!!
 
Anger burned out of my brother's throat. Lou knew that Eddie was telling the truth, exactly. Lou staring straight
 ahead, slowly nodding his head, hands in his pockets. 
I know, I know.
 
Lou squeezed his hair back with both hands then threw his elbows back a few times to loosen up.
Beat the sense out of that kid Lou!
 Give me that.
 
Lou grabbed the beer from Jay. He took a hard guzzle, handed it back and then began to throw jabs. Jab. Jab.
More
 Lou took the bottle again from Jay. More gulps as little Al interrupted.
 
Yo Lou you don't gotta do this. I wouldn't. You aint
 gonna see them again, they got kicked out of school.
 Come on man, they scared of you. They know they can't fade you
 Lou!
 Every body knows that!
 Na forget that! They hit me with a brick and a mallet!
 I aint going out like that. Word up!
 
 Lou balled his hand up into a fist and beat his chest.
 
I gotta gets mines!
 But yo. . . aaah!!
 
Al was frustrated because he knew the Game. He knew that there was nothing he could say, Lou said it all, 
Yo, I gotta do what I gotta do. . .
 
That was the law of the Street. So now comes the wait. Man, I hate the wait! How could Lou just stand there like
 that, a smile here, a shadow box there? I wasn't even the one fighting but I couldn't take it. My legs were shaking,
 and the butterflies were so strong that they hurt my stomach. I really hoped that Pierre and his boys wouldn't
 come, but I spoke too soon. A white Hyundai with tinted windows and two other cars pulled up from behind us into
 the parking lot. They were packed. The fearful butterflies began to swarm to the tips of my fingers and toes. I had
 nowhere to go. I wondered how Lou was feeling so I turned my eyes to see. Anger. Lou wanted this kid bad. The
 kid doesn't have a chance. The cars pulled to the side and stopped. Engines hummed off and doors opened,
 baseball caps and tall bodies ready to remove their jackets. They looked so nonchalant. Most of them walked over
 to Jay and gave him hugs. 
What's up, kid?!
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They were all smiling. Cool, Jay knows them. Jay spoke. They're going over the formalities again. Then a man
 named Quick replied
No doubt, no doubt.
 
Good, we're safe. He's agreed to the formalities and it's gonna be a fair one. Jay reiterated,
Aright Quick, cause that's my man. Lou's my man.
 
 Quick glanced at Lou,
 
Yo George! If you don't beat him. . .
 
 Then he turned to his Boy George and smiled,
 
. . .you're gonna have to fight me.
 
He was wrong. Quick was underestimating Lou big time, on a look. But Quick was right, this was kid's stuff. The Big
 Time were gonna stay out of it. There's George, just a tee shirt. He looks like such a little boy next to his Crew. But
 at least he's taking it like a man. I'm surprised. Lou pointed at him, nodded his head. George threw his arms
 straight out to his sides, palms up, now fighting stancesLet's Do This, Lou opened up.
Yeah, you owe me one.
 George was ready. . .
Cool, Yeah, yeah.
 
George nodded in rhythm with his stance. It's On. He threw some sloppy stuff at Lou, but Lou moved right. . .left. .
 .right. . . then started Hemming him up. George had to do something to stop Lou's fists, so he rushed straight for
 Lou's legs while he absorbed the punches on the top of his dome piece. Ah man! Lou aint a good wrestler, he hates
 wrestling. Him and George struggled, then they fell to the ground. At this point, the two sides of the crowd closed
 in, everybody's yelling frantically. I'm quiet, and I'm scared. They're inching up close to Lou. I can't even see him.
 What if they try something?! Where's Eddie?! Yo, I'm so scared. Forget that !! I gotta get up in there, I gotta
 watch his neck! I pushed everybody out of the way. Gotta get right up in there. I'm scared. I pushed my way in.
 Lou and George were right at my feet now. Start yelling Will, . . . 
BEAT HIM DOWN LOU,
 
 YEAH!! YEAH!! The butterflies are going away.
 
BEAT HIM DOWN! !
 
The butterflies are gone. Keep yelling! Now the two sides had become one frenzied circle of vehement screams. Yo,
 Lou's dogging him. He had George held down by the chest tightly with one arm while he was punching him with
 the other, but Lou was getting winded. He grabbed George by the head and started banging it against the
 concrete. Ew man. George's boy's can't take it. They're about to start any second now. They pushed Lou off hard!
 We all jumped in front of him, Shakkara and Jay at the head. Jay yelled out, 
Yo chill!! Nobody was suppose to touch him!
 It was between the two of them!
NA, FORGET THAT! FORGET THAT!
 
Ah man! They outnumber us three to one. Jay knew the odds were heavily against us, and he knew who they'd be
 after most so he let Shakkara take over while he slyly turned to Lou on the side. 
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Yo just step. Yo Lou, jet! Just jet!
 
Lou was gone. A kid went to the car, pulled out a bat and handed it to George. Shakkara was on the foul play, 
Come on now, what's with the bat. . .
 Forget that!
 
George's shirt was off, while one of his Man's pointed at the welt marks that covered George's back. 
Look at his back! Money bit him like
 an animal! Your man bit him like an
 animal! What type of stuff is that?!
 
The kid had a legitimate call, so fair play was out the window and the Big Time was in. Now a six foot three, twenty
 four year old man named Pierre made his move, 
Arigh! Arigh! We doing fair ones here, right?!
 We doing fair ones?!
 
 Silence and puzzlement fell over the crowd.
 
I got beef with someone. Word up
. 
Ah man! Two weeks ago, at the fight in front of the high school between us and them, Pierre jumped out to hit
 Eddie and Eddie caught him with two quick shots to the mouth. Pierre checked his cut lip and then the cops broke
 everything up with their nightsticks. 
I got beef with you!
 
 Pointing at Eddie.
 
Whas up?! You got beef?!
 No.
 
Solemnly but full of Fear. Now this smile came over Pierre's face as he saw the Fear in Eddie's eyes. Pierre started
 towards my brother. Eddie leaned up and took his stance. . .fists. . . check. I was sick of this stuff already because
 now it was going down with my brother. My real brother! No hesitation this time, Eddie aint getting out of my sight
 for a second, 
Yo forget that, Ed! Beat him down!
 Beat him Down!
Eddie is the fastest Puerto Rican you ever met. I knew that he could give this tall lengthy man a good fight. Catch
 him with a couple of solid shots, get his Respect and not have to worry about it again. They swung a few times,
 but nothing landed. My brother couldn't reach him, and Pierre couldn't catch Eddie. But then it happened. Pierre
 reached out with his long arm and grabbed Eddie. He stiffly held my brother out for easy pickings. Eddie couldn't
 reach Pierre or use his speed to dodge punches. Pierre's boys conceded victory, as Pierre starting landing blows. 
Yeah Pierre!
 Half laughing,
Yeah Pierre!
 
Words cannot describe how I felt. I fell silent. My brother tried to get loose, he tried to dodge Pierre's punches, but
 he couldn't. The punches continued. He could only turn his face and absorb the blows on the side of his head. I
 yelled hopelessly, 
Eddie break his hand away! Knock it down!
 Eddie, punch it!
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The punches continued. I know my brother heard me, so did Pierre. I screamed it from the bottom of my heart,
 where there was an unexplainable sadness in watching my brother get Beat Down. The punches continued. Only
 my heart felt the unexplainable, and the distinctiveness carried in my voice. The punches continued. Everybody
 heard me. Pierre took some last shots and then let him go suddenly. Eddie almost fell back, easy prey again, Pierre
 moved in. But Shakkara stepped in and wrapped his arms around Eddie. It was over, it was finally over. Nobody
 was going to question Shakkara's action. He was too Big, too Proven. Pierre didn't even think twice about it. Too
 Proven. I stood by Eddie. We looked at each other; Blood trickled from his lip. He wiped it, checked his hand, then
 looked at me. Pierre's boys ran to Pierre and gave him congratulatory Pounds. Pierre's eyes smiled as he walked by
 and grinned at us. Me and Eddie still looked at each other. Shakkara broke our silence, 
Yo kid, you aright?
 Yeah.
 
 Eddie began to regroup, toughness restoring. Jay walked over to him, 
Let me see ya lip, papa. Ah Pierre's wack! He's a twenty four year-
 old man. Don't even sweat that kid, don't even sweat it. You got
 yours.> 
Jay gave Ed a strong Pound and a one armed hug; a bottle of beer still occupied the other. 
Yeah Ed, don't even sweat it.
 Little Al added,
You know what I'm saying. . .you fought him,
 Arms extended out; what else can you do?
you fought him.
Eddie was taking in the info and looking at the facts. Everyone else added a fact, a comfort. Eddie knew right from
 wrong, he could shrug it off now. Shrug it off Ed. It's over. But he couldn't, he just couldn't because it wasn't over.
 That night it just started. I looked at my brother, he held it. It was not over. The parking lot was still screaming.
 with Eddie at it's mercy: 
Eddie break his hand away! Knock it down! Eddie punch it!
 There at the bottom of my heart lay that feeling. As we left, I turned to my brother who was sitting on the metal
 steps of the new train platform, 
Eddie we out. . .come on let's go.
 His face stayed buried in his big, young hands.
Eddie. . .
He held his hand out sharply, fingers spread. He did not want to be bothered. He wanted to take it all in, and he
 wanted to make sure that it would never happen again. That night, he could not breathe freely. Eddie's breath was
 still being held by the arm of Street, who reached out and poisoned him in their hands. The hands that held him
 tight. The hands Eddie had to break away! Knock it down. Eddie punch it! 
Jay give me that.
Beer exchanged hands as Eddie juggled it down. Eddie looked at me. Dry blood on his lip, now wet beer. It would
 never happen again. 
The walk home was a silent one. The further we got from the train station, the safer we felt. Finally, me and Eddie
 got to the corner where we usually split up. He would go to Grandma's and I would go to Uncle Alexis's.
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Yo Ed. you aright?
 No. My head hurts, man.
 Word?
 Yeah! Those punches hurt. Yo Will, he hit me hard.
 It hurt to hear him say it.
Are you aright though?
 Yeah.
 Arigh.
 I needed to hear that my brother was O.K. We gave each other a pound and hugged tightly. Eddie looked at me. 
Yo what time's the game start?
 I stepped back ready to receive my treat.
One thirty.
 I'm a' be there, that's my word.
 I smiled widely.
For Real?!
 Of course, you my little bro
. We gave each other a pound and hugged tightly one last time.
 I love you, Will.
 Me too.
 Arigh kid. Peace.
 Peace.
Only Eddie could bring contentment to me like that and I wanted to let him know what he meant to me.
Yo Ed!
 He turned.
What? . . . What Will? Nothin'.
I'll tell him later, after the game. I went home and anxiously set my alarm for ten o' clock. Then I checked the
 radiator by the window for my drying jersey. I'm a get paid tomorrow, I can't wait to show Eddie. I began to doze
 off, thinking about my promising future. I can see it now, when I get older, My Name in Lights. . . 
. . .It's a hot Saturday afternoon in Brentwood, during the summer of 1992 and I'm in my room trying to cool off.
 While in my room, my eyes survey the posters of Michael Jordan and Joe Montana. As I look at these posters, I
 remind myself that someday soon I will be a football star, and the lights will shine on me as my name is called
 out and heard by many. This time has not yet come but I know it will soon.
Today my report card has come in the mail, and my mother is very proud of my grades. Following my mother's
 praise I routinely take my football outside and meet with my friend Jay. He tells me to leave my football on the
 lawn. As we walk up the street, Jay tells me that R.I.P. wants to fight us tonight at the bleachers because Alex had
 accidentally bumped into one of their members at the movies last night. When jay and I get to the corner, we
 meet with the rest of our friends. To occupy time we go swimming at Jay's house.
Once night falls, we begin to walk to the bleachers with closed fists and violent thoughts. We arrive surprised that
 no one is there. Then from behind a gun is shot off and hits a tree near by. My friends and I split up and run for
 dear life. As I run down the street nearing my home, a car speeds up to me from behind yelling "R.I.P." As terror
 grips my heart, the car's bright lights shine on me, and they see my face.
The bright lights shine on me now and they call my name "William Robles" and then shoot me. I fall on my lawn
 bleeding, dying. From the corner of my eye I see my football lying on the lawn, and with my last movement of life
 I grab it. Finally, I visualize the bright lights shining on me and the call of my name. This is my last thought, My
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 Name In Lights. . .
DRRIIIIIIIIIIIINGGGGG. . .. . . Ten o' clock. I take a deep breathe and turn the alarm clock off, Whew! I hope I
 get out of here alive. . . I really do.
Today's homecoming! A smile comes to my face. I hope it's nice out, and I hope that my jersey's dry. I go over to
 the curtains, and open them. . . Shhhhhhhhhhht. Ah! It's gorgeous out. I looked down and saw the sun beaming
 on my jersey, and beautiful Brentwood Green shone behind number thirty three. When I was in junior high, I used
 to walk all the way to the high school by myself to watch the varsity homecoming game. And when I got to the
 field, I was in Heaven. The grass was so green and thick it looked like a mat. The field goal post looked just like
 the ones they used in the N.F.L. The yard lines are chalked out beautifully, the 30, the 20, the 10, TOUCHDOWN!
 Gorgeous cheerleaders cheered for them, and roaring fans filled the stands. I dreamed about playing on that field.
 However, the most inspiring moment for me was when the announcer called the Captains out by name and they
 walked to the middle of the field like indomitable gladiators. I dreamed of being Captain of the varsity football
 team on homecoming day, and I was. . .
Aright Robles, if we win the toss we accept. If we
 lose we're defending that goal. . .
 . . .and now the Captains for the Brentwood
 Indians, William Robles and. . .
AAAHHHH!
 The crowd roared! I ran onto the field. Me and Scott smiled at each other. . .
Let's do this!
 My teammates were going crazy.
Let's go Robles!
 Let's do it!
The stands were packed and banners were flying everywhere. It's about seventy degrees out and my fans were still
 coming. 
LET'S GO BRENTWOOD, LET'S GO! BOOM BOOM!
 LET'S GO BRENTWOOD, LET'S GO! BOOM BOOM!
 
 Call it in the air Captain.
 Heads.
 The stands were silent
,
Head's it is!
AAAHHHH!
Brentwood screamed! As I ran back to the sidelines, I searched the crowd for my brother. This was my first game
 he's coming to, but I couldn't find him or any of the Fellas. Then I saw little Al running at me. 
LET'S GO BRENTWOOD, LET'S GO! BOOM BOOM
 LET'S GO BRENTWOOD, LET'S GO. . .
 YO WILL!
 Hey, get that kid off the field!
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A security guard was chasing right behind him, but I knew this security guard, as is the case with most of the
 faculty in the High School. 
It's O.K. He's my cousin. Just give me a second
 and he'll be right off.
 I turned to Al.
Al, What's up?!
 Robles, get over here!!
 My coach was in a frenzy.
Al, hurry up!
 Ed's gonna fight Pierre again today. . .
 Oh no.
. . .they're gonna meet here and then step behind
 the bleachers during the game. . .
 Not again! Why do they still gotta mess with. . .
. . .Eddie wants to get his respect this time. They should've been here already.
 I was in shock.
LET'S GO BRENTWOOD, LET'S GO! BOOM BOOM
Robles!!
 I ran to my coach. He grabbed me,
Remember, first play, "Power I" formation, lead right.
 Got it?!
I nodded confidently. Yeah, no sweat. "Power I" formation. . .where's my brother. . .on two. Ready 
break.!
LET'S GO BRENTWOOD, LET'S GO! BOOM BOOM
 LET'S GO BRENTWOOD, LET'S GO. . .
Down!
 Check my receivers on my left. . .
Set!
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 Check the crowd for Eddie on my right. . .
Hit! Hit!
That series went pretty well. We got a couple of first downs but then they stopped us dead in our tracks at their
 forty. Next possession we just gotta pass more. Now we're on defense. Where's Eddie? 
Yo Scott! You know how to read
 the signs from the sideline, right?
 Yeah.
 Aright. Take over, I gotta fix my
 equipment.
I stood over to the side where my coach could clearly see me trying to tighten my supposedly loose rib pads. I
 searched the crowd for my brother. . . 
Ready ,Break!
 Scott, what's the D?
 Cover three, cover three!
That was our duty at cornerback. Come on baby, come on. Bring it to my side so I can make the tackle, end the
 play quick and look for my brother. Where's their fullback? Our scouting report said that he was huge.
Down!
 Number thirty-two, there he is. Geeez. . .
Set!
 . . .that joker's huge!
Hit!
Here they come. Fullback counter to my side. Let's do this. Fullback's coming hard. Come on Big Boy . I gotta pick
 up speed. He's coming real hard, right at me. Come on baby come on. A moment before impact I dove hard at his
 legs. . . 
BOOM!
 AAAHHHH!!
I flew into the ground hard and number thirty-two did a flip in the air. No gain. My team was in a frenzy. 
That's it Robles!
 Yeah!
 That's the way you stick somebody Robles,
 My coach's gum flew out of his mouth,
Send his lard belly back on the bus to
 Smith town. WOOOOIE!!
 My coach was a mad man for a good stick.
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This is your turf! Nobody comes to Brentwood
 and beats us on our own turf!
 Yeah! Yeah! Where's Eddie?! Some of my teammates stepped out of the sidelines and pounded my shoulder pads
 as I got up. I grabbed one of them.
Yo Keith, look for my bother.
 Aright.
 Find him!
 Aright.
 I'm serious!
LET'S GO BRENTWOOD, LET'S GO! BOOM BOOM! LET'S GO BRENTWOOD, LET'S GO. . .
Halfway through the second quarter I spotted Eddie and the Fellas walking across the baseball field and onto the
 bleachers. Earlier on, I spotted Pierre's Boys waiting in the stands already, itching to get behind the bleachers and
 Get It On. I've never seen Eddie look so rough, his fists were clenched at his side as Alex's voice echoed in my
 head. . ."he wants to get his respect this time." Soon Eddie will be off in the back street getting down and dirty,
 and I won't even be there. This is worse than last night. The game was heating up. We've stopped them cold
 again, and the battle goes on. Eddie watch this throw! Eddie watch this tackle! Hear my name called out! But
 before I knew it, the two sides got up and began to exit. I watched helplessly, through smeared eye-black and
 soiled face mask: Eddie and the crew, Pierre and R.I.P.
Eddie Wait!
Down!
 Eddie!
Set!
 Be safe!
Hit!
LET'S GO BRENTWOOD, LET'S GO! BOOM BOOM!
 LET'S GO BRENTWOOD, LET'S GO! BOOM BOOM!
I looked down at my right arm. Before the game, I wrote in big black marker letters: EDDIE. He taught me how to
 write, and now I throw with this right arm. I dedicated the game to him. EDDIE. As I watched him leave, I just felt
 like giving up and going out to the Street with him. . . 
ROBLES!!
 My coach caught me in my daze,
Let's go number thirty three!
 He pounded a clinched fists in the air.
LET'S GO BRENTWOOD, LET'S GO! BOOM BOOM!
 LET'S GO BRENTWOOD, LET'S GO! BOOM BOOM!
Fourth quarter, Smithtown has the ball. We're up by two points with just under a minute left. It's fourth and two
 and we gotta keep them out of field goal range. This is it boys. I'm at left cornerback, viciously.
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LET'S GO BRENTWOOD, LET'S GO! BOOM BOOM!
Red thirty three, red thirty three. . .
LET'S GO BRENTWOOD, LET'S GO! BOOM BOOM!
Set!
 Come on baby, come on!
HIIIIIIIIIIIIIKE
Here they come. It's a sweep to my side. I read it all the way. I love it. Fullback is coming at me tough to throw a
 block. I step to the side, push him by. Too slow kid. Come on baby, come on. Now I got the tailback lined up. Pick
 up speed! Will pick up speed! He's mine.
BOOM!
 Helmets crash like lightning. No gain, I got him!
YEAAHHH!. . .
 The world roared. I turned to the fans with my arms raised, they replied,
YEAAHHH!. . .
 Just like the pros baby. My team mobbed me,
Yeah Will! Yeah Baby!
That's what I loved about the game, you were their man. My spirit ran into the stands and hugged my father and
 gave him the game ball. Then I ran up to the fence and hugged my mother who was waiting there. (Mom where's
 Eddie?).
That night we were all back behind the high school bleachers: Me, Eddie, Shakkara, Angel, Loui, Dave and little Al.
 I'm wearing my game jersey, and holding the game ball.
Yo kid, you got paid!
Jay turned to Eddie and slapped his hand. He gave Eddie the biggest smile and then hugged him tightly. Eddie held
 his 40 ounce out so it wouldn't spill. We all surrounded Eddie. He was the man of the hour, everybody's prize
 fighter.
Yo Will, you should've been there kid! Eddie
 broke fool on that kid Pierre. Where was you anyway?
 I was playing. (the game of my life)
I proudly nodded to my field. The scoreboard still shone Brentwood 14, Smith town 12.
Oh yeah (that's nice). I heard y'all won. (I heard it was
 gonna rain tomorrow)
 Yeah, it was close. . .
 You missed it kid. Your brother got paid.
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The beers were going around and so were the drugs. I never seen my brother drink and smoke like this. Time to
 celebrate. He's Proven. The night was filled with reenactments of the fight, and the Brentwood fight nights of all
 time were told. Darryl vs. X, Damon vs. X, Shakkara vs. X, and now Eddie vs. Pierre, Brentwood vs. Smith town,
 I'll never forget that game. Everybody's smoking, drinking and laughing. Me --thinking about the game. Suddenly
 a small, brown hatchback slowly approached.
Yo, Who that?!
Everybody stepped up with Eddie at the head. He's ready to fight the world, he "got heart" now. But the car drove
 by.
They don't want none. . .come on.
 Everybody went back to their drug circle. Jay passed the weed to me.
Na, I don't choke.
Screech! Voom!
 Everybody turned their head. It was the brown car coming back. We all froze.
Pop! Pop!
 Gunshots. . .
Yo Jet!
I dropped the football. Fear gripped everybody's hearts as we split up and ran for dear life. Me and my brother
 started running across the football field. Eddie was trailing behind me. What's going on? Eddie's the fastest kid in
 the high school. But the poison was in his system and it's got him now. It's pumping through his hearthis adapted
 trait now fit for his environment. Across the football field we ran.
LETS GO BRENTWOOD, LET'S GO! BOOM BOOM!
 LETS GO BRENTWOOD, LET'S GO. . .
 Boom! Boom!
 Aahh!
Something fell on the back of my legs. I hit the ground. I pulled my head up and looked behind me. Oh my God, it's
 Eddie! Fear and horror shocked through my body. 
 I'm shaking as I reach for my brother, his face is smothered in the grass. I grab him to turn him over. My hand
 jerks back and I stiffen up. Blood pools in the hollow of his shoulder blades. I can't breathe. Eddie! I grab him with
 both hands and turn him over. His eyes are wide open, his lips are trembling and his entire body is quivering.
 Blood covers my hands. Oh my God! Oh my God! Eddie. He grabs me tight. His eyes are staring sharply at me in
 puzzlement. Where am I? This world of infinite violence. 
Will. . .
 Boom, Boom
 Don't talk! Don't talk! I'm a get help! I'm a 
 get help!
 Will. . .
 . . .Boom, Boom
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 His eyes are fading and intoxicated blood is choking his voice. I know he's dying.
Wi. . .
 . . .Boom . . .
 The shaking stops as my brother lies limp in my arm. My tears fall to the ground. Mixed with his blood, they
 stain the chalked out end zone. I wipe my brother's blood with my jersey.
Eddie!
 Two young boys. Early Childhood memories come to mind.
Eddie do the joke.
 What joke?
 Two brothers are facing each other at the large wooden eating table. A window is to their right, facing out
 towards the back yard.
You know, the joke that goes Pete and Repeat?
 The little brother is pleading for his favorite treat. They're a year and a half apart.
Oh that joke. . .
 Already playing with his brother.
Yeah, Yeah
 Willie sits back in his seat waiting for his treat.
O.K. Pete and Repeat went into the store. Pete
 came out and who was left?
 Repeat!
 I shook my brother,
Repeat!
 Repea
 Repe
 Rep
 Re
 R
EDDIEEEEEEEE
Eddie was my best friend, my brother, and my father. Through all the hungry, hard and motherless or fatherless
 years we were never separated. Until high school. 
William Robles
 My Name In Lights
It's a hot Saturday afternoon in Brentwood, during the summer of 1992 and I'm in my room trying to cool off. While
 in my room, my eyes survey the posters of Michael Jordan and Joe Montana. As I look at these posters, I remind
 myself that someday soon I will be a football star, and the lights will shine on me as my name is called out and
 heard by many. This time has not yet come but I know it will soon.
Today my report card has come in the mail, and my mother is very proud of my grades. Following my mother's
 praise I routinely take my football outside and meet with my friend Jay. He tells me to leave my football on the
 lawn. As we walk up the street, Jay tells me that the Los Socios gang wants to fight us tonight at the town park
 because Alex had accidentally bumped into one of their members at the movies last night. When Jay and I get to
 the corner, we meet with the rest of our friends. To occupy time, we go swimming at Jay's house.
Once night falls, we begin to walk to the park with closed fists and violent thoughts. We arrive surprised that no
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 one is there. Then from behind a gun is shot off and hits a tree near by. My friends and I split up and run for dear
 life. As I run down the street nearing my home, a car speeds up to me from behind yelling "Los Socios." As terror
 grips my heart, the car's bright lights shine on me, and they see my face.
The bright lights shine on me now, and they call my name "William Robles" and then shoot me. I fall on my lawn
 bleeding, dying. From the corner of my eye I see my football lying on the lawn, and with my last movement of life
 I grab it. Finally, I visualize the bright lights shining on me and the call of my name. This is my last thought, my
 name in lights.
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From the Child I Rise
Lori Calabro
Everyone has some sort of deep, dark secret hidden within them that is dying to come out. Revealing your inner
 thoughts helps in the healing process. I wrote "From the Child, I Rise" to unveil a completely different side of my
 childhood that I often kept behind closed doors. I chose to write this piece because I feel that in some way I have
 grown from this experience. By exposing what my past entailed, I am able to let it go and move on with my life.
 We all need to forgive and forget. I dont think that I really had done that until now. All those fears and feelings of
 hatred had been bottled up inside of me for so long. By using different fonts, I created the effect of the adult
 reaching out to the child. This displays the idea of parenting ones self. I spent most of my childhood years alone,
 usually in tears, having to make my own decisions. I could never rely on my parents.
There, in the far corner of the room, crouched a little girl. She had sad, brown eyes that were welling over
 with enormous tear drops. Whats wrong? I asked soothingly. Her only response was a sniffle as if she didn't
 hear. I couldn't reach her; I didn't know how. Frantically, I began screaming and yelling, waving my arms
 violently in the air. Why wouldn't she look at me? What was wrong with this child?
My parents were divorced when I was only two. I was too young to realize what had happened. Their separation
 had little effect on me at the time, but I would later realize how much this had hurt me. I was left to live with my
 mother and my older sister. Within a few years, my mom met a man named Arthur. He was a musician. They
 began seeing a lot of each other and eventually decided to tie the knot. I dressed in pink with pig tails holding my
 golden locks back from my face. I looked like an angel, but behind this angelic face was pain and suffering that
 would eventually surface as a teenager.
"This little piggy ran all the way home!," teased my new step-father as he tickled me. It didn't take long to warm
 up to this guy. Being so young, I don't think I realized that he wasn't my father. I was a kid, nothing affected me
 so when my mother stopped coming home at night, I didn't worry. Church became a regular routine at the
 Drummond household. Prayer in the morning, at night, chapters and chapters of the Bible, speaking in tongues,
 the Holy Spirit. These were things that we became accustomed to. I would hear my mother speaking in tongues.
 To me, it sounded like a foreign language. I could never understand what she was saying. It was almost scary to
 see my mother screaming these strange words, but I eventually got use to it. Day after day, I started seeing less
 and less of my mother. She and my stepfather devoted all of their time to the church. It was called "Christ Church
 in Action." Before long, we were packing our bags and heading to Smithfield. It was a place I had never heard of,
 but would later learn to love. We moved so that we could be closer to the church. One problem, we didn't have a
 house to move into. Over the course of a year we moved seven times before finally settling on a blue Cape Cod
 house in Greenville, Rhode Island. That is where I spent the rest of my teenage years.
It wasn't long before people started leaving the church left and right. Things began falling apart. It no longer
 seemed like a church, but rather some form of a cult. My parents had been sucked in. They allowed themselves to
 be manipulated and brainwashed. They thought that it was the right thing, that they were honoring God by being
 involved in this church. The life I had vanished before my eyes and the hell I had heard so much about became a
 reality. That little angel I once was disappeared and was replaced with that sad, frightened child alone in the room.
Say them, say them, screamed Wade, the leader of the cult. Say your ABCs without mumbling or else Ill put
 you in the corner until you do. The little girl couldnt stop crying. Her letters came out all jumbled in slurs.
 Whack! Something cold and hard hit her face. It was the open hand of a man slapping her, her face
 stinging. Burning. The tears poured from her eyes as she slowly turned toward the wall and slid down in the
 shadows. It was here where she thought she could be alone, without the fear that he would hurt her. Why
 cant my parents see how awful he is? They were too caught up with spreading the Gospel.
I often found myself fighting my inner thoughts, struggling to grab hold of myself. I was a very tormented child. My
 step-brother and older sister found every way possible to make my life a nightmare. Growing up, we spent a good
 part of our life at home, alone or with a baby-sitter. During this time my siblings found it necessary to chase me
 around the house screaming, "She has demons in her eyes." My eyes did tend to look evil: scarlet red and puffy. It
 was from the many tears I had shed in fear and sadness. I was afraid of so many things, especially him.
Crouched over a red milk crate saturated with charcoal tar sat a girl about eight years old. She had sun
 streaked blond hair and large, curious eyes. In her right hand was a crummy rag and in the other a can of
 gasoline. Back and forth, she scrubbed with all her might. The frigid weather was so lifeless. Her eyes began
 to sting. Her fingers became numb. She slowly rose and went inside to wash her hands. The moment her
 frozen body felt the warmth of the house, she felt a prickly feeling run through her body. The sound of
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 laughter thundered from the connecting room. She ran to see where it was coming from only to find her
 entire family crammed into one room watching a movie and having a great time. She quickly washed up and
 returned to the tedious job outside. She was so alone. If only she could be a part of them. Tears flowed
 freely from her eyes. She had no shame. She only knew what she was feeling.
Time and time again I found myself in trouble. I was put on punishment until further notice, one time for no reason.
 I was about eight years old at the time and I was forced to do manual labor from sunrise until sunset as if I was in
 a prison camp. All the children had been put on punishment together. After the first week my sister was released,
 after two, my brother, and finally after the third week, myself. I couldn't figure out what it was that made me such
 a terrible child. What do I do that is so wrong? Being so alone all the time prevented me from ever developing a
 relationship with my mother. We existed at two different levels, ones that never intersected or met each other. A
 communication barrier had formed between us. We didn't speak to each other unless we had to and when we did it
 wasn't on the friendliest terms. I had so much hate built up inside me from all the painful memories.
As the year , my mother detached herself from this so called cult and tried to become more like a motherly figure.
 She tried to teach me morals, showing me what she thought was right from wrong. She wanted me to continue to
 follow the Bible. Unfortunately, in my mind, it was too late. After being involved in such a horrible cult, I began
 associating everything with God to be like that. She still thinks of me as that naive eight year old who was too
 scared to speak up because she was afraid of what might happen. Now, I watch children who are that age. I notice
 how intelligent they already are and how much some have already accomplished. It depresses me to know that I
 could have been so much more even at that age.
Even as I grew older and more mature, I never became close to my mother. We often spent our time screaming at
 one another. I always ended up crying and asking myself "why?" To make matters worse, my sister was the
 perfect child that did everything my mother wanted. Not until my sister departed for college did my mother
 actually begin to acknowledge my existence. She wanted me to fill the gap that my sister had left when she went
 away. Because she had never been there for me, I wasn't about to start confiding my inner thoughts and feelings
 to someone who had been a stranger for most of my life. This deeply upset my mother because she loves me so
 much and more than anything wants a closer relationship with me, but with every conversation held between us
 there was always friction and anger present. We tried to make it work, but it was useless. We could not live
 together and keep a peaceful environment.
To relieve some of the tension between us, I moved in with my natural father hoping that the distance from my
 mother might miraculously mend the problems between us. I think our relationship has matured a great deal.
 Things are still not the way I would like them to be, but we are developing a relationship that years ago was
 literally impossible to imagine. I still have many of those painful memories hidden inside me. When we left the cult,
 there were only two other families still involved. It all happened so fast. I don't even remember the details. We
 were just suddenly separated from the cult, but my parents immediately went searching for a new church to cling
 to. Unwillingly, I went along.
Being involved in this cult caused me to become confused about who God really was. I wasn't sure if he was
 actually real or just someone or something that was made up. As a kid, parents generally give their children false
 ideas about Santa Claus and the Easter Bunny, so was God made up too?
I still feel so lost and alone at times. I don't have someone that I can really talk to that is older and wiser and
 knows so much more about life. I long to have a closer relationship with my mom. I truly love her more than
 words could ever express, but I feel that something keeps us from getting any closer. I often wonder what it is.
 Does she love me as I love her?
Dear Jesus, thank you for taking that horrible man away. He hurt me in so many ways. He took my mommy
 away from me . . . Does she love me God? cried out a little girl kneeling beside her bed, her hands folded in
 prayer position. She anxiously looked towards the sky expecting to hear a response. Silence. "Where are
 you God?" Silence . . . I wanted to desperately reach out my hand to her and say everything will be okay.
 She seemed to smile as if she heard me as she climbed into her bed and closed her eyes. Sweet dreams my
 child.
Every night when I go to bed, I still pray to God. Does he hear my prayer?
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Violent Television and Children: Whose Problem is it?
Cathy Westlake
I have a nine-year-old daughter, who was seven years old when I wrote this paper, and I was spending a lot of
 time thinking about the content of the television ion shows that she was exposed to every day. The topic of violent
 television and children is a controversial issue that I feel very strongly about? wanted to learn about and, if
 possible contribute toward. 
 Abstract: Studies of the aggressiveness in children in relation to the amount of violent television viewed were
 examined. The results are discussed and a potential solution is proposed which assigns responsibility for the
 control of television viewing and its effects to parents and children. 
Television is the most powerful medium the world has ever seen. Never before has it been possible to communicate
 and so strongly influence millions of people at the same moment right in their own homes. But its misuse has been
 felonious, and society is paying an increasing price (Langone, 1984).
Almost weekly the press carries some story about the harmful effects of television on children. Parent-teacher
 lobbyists wring their hands about the violence depicted on Saturday morning children''s programs. Nutritionists
 decry commercials that tout sugar-laden junk food to youngsters. Consumer advocates clamor against the
 deceptive marketing of children's toys. In Washington, D. C., politicians anxiously express their regrets, then turn
 to more pressing business (Landesman, 1995). This paper intends to address the behavioral effects that violent
 television has on children. Violence and television have been the subject of numerous controversial studies for the
 past thirty years. The most persistent questions have concerned aggressive, anti-social, or delinquent behavior and
 their link, if any, to violent television entertainment (Paik & Comstock, 1994).
Numerous articles, written on almost every aspect of this problem, have treated television violence, as a social
 issue, as a parental issue, as a media issue, as a network power and greed issue, as a public health issue, as a
 government policy issue, and as an issue for children to resolve themselves. This discussion will address the
 problem from the perspective that parents are primarily responsible for controlling the amount and content of
 television viewing in the home. The on-off switch is the ultimate defense, and parents wield it (Mortimer, 1994).
 Parents do have a duty to protect their children from the effects of violent television (Zuckerman, 1993), and one
 way that parents protect their children is to teach them such moral values as honesty, courage, and self-control
 (Browden, 1995). However, because the children are directly involved in this problem, and are the ones who are
 watching and being affected by the violent television they are viewing, They need to participate in the effort to
 resolve this issue. Parents cant do it all by themselves; especially in these days of single-parent and two-career
 families, parents just cant be with their children all of the time (Mortimer, 1994).
The questions that are to be addressed in this paper are the following: What is considered violent television? What
 are the effects of violent television on children? Who is responsible for the effects on children? How can we begin to
 resolve the issue of the effects of violent television on children?
Several definitions of violent behavior in relation to the media have been put forth. A violence index compiled for
 cable television programs defines it as "a clear-cut and overt episode of physical violence--hurting or killing or the
 threat of hurting and/or killingin any context." Another definition reads that violence is the "overt expression of
 physical force against self or other compelling action against ones will on pain of being hurt or killed, or actually
 hurting or killing" (Siano, 1994). Other definitions are: "physical acts or the threat of physical acts by humans
 designed to inflict physical injury to persons or damage to property"; "acts involving the use of force, threats of
 force, or the intent of force against others"; and "how much fighting, shouting, yelling, or killing there is in a show"
 (Pearl, 1984). When you combine these definitions of violence with the content of television programming, the
 result is increased aggressive behavior in young children.
Studies indicate that violent television does cause aggression in young children. One of the founding studies on this
 topic was conducted in 1960 by Leonard Eron, a professor of psychology at the University of Michigan. Eron
 surveyed all of the 875 eight-year-olds in Columbia County, New York, and found that those children who watched
 television shows with a high content of violence were the children who expressed the most aggressiveness at
 school. In 1970, a committee on television and social behavior, which was formed by the US. Surgeon General,
 asked Eron to do a follow-up survey on the children of Columbia County. Eron, together with L. Rowell Huesmann,
 an expert in cognitive development, re-surveyed 500 of the original 875 children, then 19 years of age. They found
 a cumulative effect in the aggressive children at age eight and in the same individuals at age 19. In 1981, a subset
 of this group was surveyed (400 of the 30 year-old men, plus 80 of their own children). These results showed a
 high rate of alcohol abuse, spousal abuse, violent crimes, and aggressiveness in the children of the original
 subjects. Eron and Huesmann concluded that this behavior was learned, and that one of the teachers was media
 violence. A situation a child is in can trigger a scene from a television show or movie and suggest a way to behave
 that conforms to it (Comstock, 1986). "Early aggression predicts later aggression, and exposure to media violence
 correlates with early aggression," says Huesmann (The Economist, 1994).
Watching violent television also affects the viewers beliefs and attitudes about how others will behave towards them
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 in a given situation, whether or not those beliefs and attitudes have any basis in truth. High levels of violent
 television viewing are correlated with increased acceptance of aggressive attitudes and behavior. The strength of
 this correlation is analogous to the relationship between cigarettes and lung cancer. Eron estimates that television
 is responsible for perhaps only ten percent of the violent behavior in the country. "But," he says, "if we could
 reduce violence by ten percent, that would be a great achievement" (Comstock, 1986).
Evidence also shows that high exposure to violent television may cause a person to become desensitized to violent
 acts. The vicarious experience of violence in television and film was once thought by psychologists to result in the
 purging of aggressive impulses by its viewers. However, studies done in 1963 by Berkowitz and Rawlings dismissed
 this catharsis hypothesis, stating that the previously documented reduction in expressed hostility as a consequence
 of exposure to media violence was more plausibly interpreted as the inhibition of aggressive impulses than as the
 catharsis of those impulses, and that a violent portrayal that did not heighten such inhibitions could increase
 aggressiveness (Comstock, 1986).
Over 1000 separate studies and reviews now attest to the fact that media violence may facilitate aggressive and
 anti-social behavior, desensitize viewers to future violence, and increase viewers perceptions that they are living in
 a mean and dangerous world. Both the 1972 Surgeon Generals Report and the 1982 National Institute for Mental
 Health Report concluded that exposure to media violence can increase aggressive behavior in young people. The
 longitudinal data was so compelling that the 1993 report of the American Psychological Associations Commission
 on Violence and Youth said there is "absolutely no doubt that higher levels of viewing violence on television are
 correlated with increased acceptance of aggressive attitudes and increased aggressive behavior" (Mortimer, 1994).
 As one leading researcher reported, "The scientific debate is over" (Comstock & Strasburger, 1993).
Most adults understand that television and movies are fantasy entertainment. Unfortunately, most adults also think
 that children--including very young children--can make this distinction as well. Young children cannot, however.
 They view television as "real"; hence, the adverse behavioral consequences. Children aged 2-8 are particularly
 susceptible, and the unhealthy notions that they learn from media portrayals of violence may not be played out
 until adolescence, or even adulthood. Conservative estimates indicate that the average American child or teenager
 views 1000 murders, rapes, and aggravated assaults per year on television. A review by the American
 Psychological Association puts this figure at 10,000 per year (Comstock & Strasburger, 1993).
The connection between media violence and real-life violence is thought to exist because of three theories that are
 most applicable to children and adolescents. The first, Banduras Social Learning Theory, states that young people
 learn how to behave by mimicking behavior that they witness, including vicariously through the media. In addition,
 they learn the circumstances appropriate for certain behavior and the likely consequences (Comstock &
 Strasburger, 1993). Because this behavior is learned, it can be unlearned, or might never be taught in the first
 place (Comstock, 1986). Since children view, on the average, 23-28 hours of television a week, and an astounding
 77 hours a week in the inner city, the media are extremely influential teachers of values and behavioral role
 modeling. Television has become the nation's mom and pop, story-teller, baby-sitter, preacher and teacher
 (Zuckerman, 1993).
The second theory holds that vicarious media experience may either encourage or inhibit behavior by evoking
 certain associations, images, or thoughts. The third theory applies more to younger children and holds that the
 excitement produced by media exposure may transfer to other ongoing activities, thus heightening the intensity of
 any aggression that is already under way (Comstock & Strasburger, 1993).
Though violent television is, by far, not the only reason for aggression and anti-social behavior in children, it is one
 factor that can be modified to achieve significant results. The television networks have recently made a concession
 by providing a rating system to alert viewers of the violent content of a program. Programs containing high
 amounts of violence are given a V-rating, similar to a PG, R, or X rating (Etzioni, 1993). This rating system
 identifies the presence of violent material, but it does not remove it from the eyes of young viewers (Zuckerman,
 1993). For such a warning to be effective, parents must be present when the program starts (Etzioni, 1993).
 Furthermore, the alert system excludes cartoons, cable, and videos, which usually contain the highest content of
 violent acts (Zuckerman, 1993).
The electronics industry has introduced a few television "budgeting devices" that can be used to limit the amount
 and types of programs that a child can view. One, called TimeSlot, uses a "credit card" to turn the television on
 and off. If used properly, this device allows the parent to have complete control over the childs ability to watch
 television of any kind. Another is the black box; the parent padlocks the plug of the television set, and programs a
 budgeted viewing time during which the television will turn on. A third device is the V-chip, expected to be
 released this year, which blocks any show that the networks or local stations electronically stamp "V" for extreme
 violence.
Other devices, such as SuperVision and TV Allowance, use the automatic-teller-machine approach; namely, they
 dont work without the right personal identification number. The child, or parents, can turn on the television only by
 punching in their password on a keypad. SuperVision allows both daily and weekly budgets, while TV Allowance has
 only weekly, but includes a "save" feature to keep track of any unused viewing time. With these devices, parents
 are able to program the amount of television their child can watch each week (Silver, 1993), but the parents still
 have to choose what programs to block out of the television set.
These television budgeting devices are not meant to give parents and care-givers a release from the responsibility
 of monitoring what the child watches, even though the machine does the monitoring for them. It is still very
 important for parents to know and talk about what the child is watching. Television budgeting devices are also not
 widely available and they are expensive, so they may not be the best solution for resolving the issue of responsible
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 television- viewing (Graveline, 1994). The real key to resolving this issue of the effects of violent television on
 children may lie in media literacy--teaching children to think critically about what they watch just as you would
 teach them values and responsibility (Landesman, 1995).
Because this paper advocates the involvement of children in resolving this issue, important questions arise: Are
 children able to take some responsibility for this issue? If the answer to this question is yes, then at what age are
 children able to take some responsibility for this issue? Responding adequately to these questions requires some
 consideration of the theories in moral development.
One of the founders of the study of moral reasoning was Piaget. Morality is a system of learned attitudes and beliefs
 about social practices, institutions, and individual behavior, used to evaluate events as being right or wrong (Lefton
 & Valvatne, 1992). Piaget examined childrens ability to analyze questions of morality and found the results to be
 congruous with his ideas about intellectual development. Young children hold ideas about morality that are rigid
 and rule-bound, whereas older children recognize that rules are established by society and may need to be altered,
 depending on the situation. The exact age at which each stage of development appears, differs from one child to
 another, but all children in all societies go through the same stages. The research of Lawrence Kohlberg grew out
 of Piagets work (Lefton & Valvatne, 1992). According to Lefton and Valvatne (1992), Piagets and Kohlbergs
 theories run parallel to each other in terms of development. A table summarizing both theories of moral
 development appears below. 
Piaget 
 Sensorimotor and preoperational 
 (birth - 7 years)
 Concrete Operations (8 - 11 years) 
 Formal Operations 
 (12 years and after) 
Kohlberg
 Level I - Preconventional
 --stage 1: Obedience and punishment orientation
 --stage 2: Naively egotistic orientation
 Level II - Conventional
 --stage 3: Good-boy or-girl orientation
 --stage 4: Authority and social order maintenance orientation
 Level III - Postconventional
 --stage 5: Contractual-legalistic orientation
 --stage 6: Conscience or principle orientation
 (Lefton & Valvatne, 1992).
Leonard Kohlberg's renowned theory describes moral development from childhood through adulthood. According to
 Kohlberg, moral development proceeds through a series of three levels, each of which is divided into three stages
 (A stage is a way of thinking, not an attitude toward a particular situation).
The first level, from birth to seven years of age, is called the pre-conventional level. At this level the child focuses
 on obedience, wanting to avoid punishment and obtain rewards. At the second level, the conventional level, which
 ranges from ages eight to eleven years-of-age, the child tends to conform to avoid the disapproval of others. The
 child also begins to consider the implications of another persons behavior. At the third level, at age twelve and
 older, a person begins to make judgments based on perceptions of the needs of society, with an end towards
 maintaining community welfare and legal order. At the second stage of level three, morality of conscience, a
 person will make judgments based on his or her personal moral beliefs and values, rather than on those of society.
 Conscientious objections to legally sanctioned behaviors would be associated with this stage. Most adults reach at
 least the first stage of level three. Piaget and Kohlberg studied how people make decisions, not how they may
 behave as a result of these decisions. Piaget thought the stages were discreet, while Kohlberg thought that they
 overlap, and elaborated further on ideas about how the interactions of the child with parents and friends might
 influence their conceptions of reality. A child may use earlier levels of moral reasoning, depending on the situation,
 even though he or she is capable of using higher levels (Lefton & Valvatne, 1992).
 According to Kohlberg and Piaget, each individual child must go step-by-step through each stage of moral
 judgment. It is possible for a child to move at varying speeds and to stop at any level of development, but if he or
 she continues to move upward, he or she must do so in accordance with these steps. The progression just
 described implies much more than age trends. A stage implies a universality of sequence under varying cultural
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 conditions. The stages in moral development, therefore, appear to be culturally universal (Munsley, 1980),
 although this has been debated (Kohlberg, Levine & Hewer, 1983).
These theories are significant to the parent's role in this issue. Based on the literature reviewed for this paper, the
 time at which children advance into the second level of moral development would be the time to expect a higher
 degree of responsibility to control television viewing. Piaget identifies 8-11 years as the age range for this level.
 However, Kohlberg does not define specific ages for this or any level of moral development (Lefton & Valvatne,
 1992), which is a significant point. Age, therefore, should not be the only criterion for assigning this responsibility
 to children. Understanding the level of moral development that the child has reached, at any given time, will help
 the parent to determine at what age the child is able to take on responsibility for self-monitoring, and thus develop
 greater media literacy.
 Since 1990, Cynthia Scheibe, assistant professor of psychology at Ithaca College, has been focusing on teaching
 children media literacy at Ithaca Colleges Center for Research on the Effects of Television (CRETV). Studying the
 content and the effects of television, Scheibe and her undergraduate students have examined a variety of subjects,
 from childrens moral reasoning about television cartoons to nutritional claims made in commercials (Landesman,
 1995). It is more important than ever for children to learn critical thinking skills that can be used to both evaluate
 and create effective communication. One way in which parents can do this is by asking their children to identify
 and analyze the methods used on television to communicate ideas, and then to make conscious choices of whether
 or not to apply these methods in real-life. Some of the things to discuss with the child are credibility, and what
 makes someone a credible source, touching on Aristotles concept of ethos. By analyzing television, children learn
 to think more critically about communication techniques, and the critical thinker becomes the critical viewer
 (Sorenson, 1989).
Parents viewing patterns may also serve as a model for childrens viewing behavior and its ensuing effect. One way
 for parents to exert influence over childrens television viewing behavior is by providing rules about the viewing
 times or the kinds of programs their children can watch (Churchill, 1981). Critical judgment from parents is also
 imperative in the effect of the childrens attitudes about the content of the program being watched. It is the totally
 uncritical acceptance, it being expressed or not, that is disconcerting (Langone, 1984).
 Some tips that Scheibe offers are to watch television with your child as much as possible and discuss the things
 that you see. Parents should encourage their children to think about the content and characters of the programs
 that they watch. Ask your child what qualities make some characters good and other characters bad. When there is
 violence in the program, discuss these actions with your child. Focus on the motivation of the characters actions,
 and whether your child thinks the action was right or wrong. Ask your child whether he or she thinks this could
 happen in the real world (Landesman, 1995).
Some other tips that Scheibe offers are to make sure that television does not become a substitute for participating
 in other activities. Do not casually use television as a baby-sitter. Also, avoid the stereotypes that television
 teaches your child by pointing out positive examples and showing how various ethnic and cultural groups all
 contribute to making a better society. Parents should set limits on the amount of television their child watches,
 whatever the content may be. Parents need to ask questions and get involved with their childs television viewing
 just as with any other aspect of their parental responsibilities (Landesman, 1995). Even though many parents will
 experience difficulty fulfilling these goals, doing so would contribute to a more hopeful future for children.
Exposure to high amounts of violent television causes aggressive behavior in children. Young children are not
 capable of separating fact from fiction. Parents need to teach their children how to be critical viewers of television.
 By teaching these skills we teach our children to be knowledgeable in creative problem solving, while fostering
 social awareness and responsibility (Tuchscherer, 1988). In resolving this issue, might television producers be led
 to even more permissiveness in the content of their programming? One would certainly hope not, but appropriate
 parental intervention in childrens lives teaching values and promoting responsible television viewing will diminish
 the effects of unrestrained television viewing. 
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Home in the South Bronx
Eddie Johnson
Some memories of my childhood stand out very clearly, and those are the ones I wrote about. These pieces were
 suggested by Keith Gilyard's book Voices of the Self which Chris Madden had us read as part of our writing course.
 Another voice that influenced my writing was Jean Shepherd through his books about growing up in Northern
 Indiana. 
 Radio Nights
When I was a kid we didn't have much spending money. Then again, we didn't need much spending money. We
 didn't go anywhere and the activities that we pursued didn't cost much money. A major expenditure was for the
 Saturday Matinee at The Casino; two features, cartoons, a serial, which we called chapters, and the coming
 attractions. The coming attractions were important because if you were unable to attend next week's show, you
 could still visualize it when somebody recounted it for you. Sundays were reserved for cultural activities. My
 mother would take us to the Bronx Zoo, or one of the museums in Manhattan. These institutions were free to the
 public on weekends and holidays; they didn't tax people at the door to use them as is the practice now.
Another resource that my parents, and later myself, took advantage of was free tickets to radio shows. Most radio
 shows were produced live. They were performed by actors on a stage in front of a studio audience. And most radio
 programs originated in New York City. To get tickets you would write to the station with your request for the show
 and date and include a few alternatives. Sometimes the sponsor would have tickets and these could be had if you
 knew someone. Sometimes we knew someone, maybe a relative or friend who worked in the office - not a big
 deal; most of our friends and relatives were minor players.
My parents preferred the musical shows. There would be a band dressed in matching jackets with monogrammed
 music stands on one side of the stage. The female singers would be arrayed in fancy dresses the men wore suits,
 some even wore tuxedos. The show that was put on was as good as any that you would pay for. It included
 instrumental numbers, songs by the singers, and some comedy by the emcee or maybe a little repartee between
 the emcee and the band leader. I don't remember any of the names of the bands or the singers, but they were
 probably well known at the time.
Since I was a little kid at the time there was no alternative to going. This was before the days of baby sitters, and if
 my parents went somewhere, I went too. I preferred the comedy shows such as Baby Snooks or Henry Aldrich or a
 few others whose names escape me now. The audience was seated about a half hour before the start of the show
 and a member of the cast would come out to tell a few jokes to warm up the audience. If you had seen this show
 before you would remember some of the jokes from the last time. The shows were new but the warm-up could be
 recycled.
The audience was an integral part of the show, they had to laugh and applaud at the proper time, and there were
 signs that lit up and told you what to do and when to do it. Far from resenting being told what to do, I took my job
 very seriously and was proud that this organization was relying on me to help make their show a success. My
 favorite was the sound effects man (yes it was always a man). The actors stood at the front of the stage, usually
 two or three to a microphone. The sound effects man was located behind them but in full view of the audience. If a
 door opened and closed in the script he would open and close a door, if the scene was on a street with traffic he
 would blow horns and simulate traffic noises, if a ringing phone was needed he had a phone that he could make
 ring at will. I found it fascinating to watch.
This was an entire night out. The trip downtown on the subway, the show, usually a half hour on the air, but at
 least an hour or more from the time you went in to the time you got out, the trip home on the subway. The family
 was dressed up for this occasion, and we would stop at Cushman's bakery for a chocolate layer cake on the way
 home. These outings would take place on weekday nights, and I would have to do my homework before supper.
 With the whole family dressed up on a weekday evening, these outings took on a special significance. I must have
 attended many more movies than radio shows, but I can remember the radio shows clearly when most of the
 movies are forgotten.
 Supper time
 Supper in our house was a little different than it was in other houses, although I didn't realize it at the time. We
 ate in the kitchen and mom filled our plates, supplied us with a glass of milk, and any dessert we were authorized.
This ploy allowed her to eat without interruptions. We usually had desserts, especially in the colder weather when
 the coal range was going, and mom could bake without turning on the gas stove. My sister and I were allowed to
 eat our supper in any order we wished, dessert first if we wanted.
When I tell people this, they invariably remember having to finish their meal before they could eat dessert. I recall
 always being hungry when I came in for supper and didn't need to be bribed to eat. Mom and Dad tried to teach us
 table manners. I can still remember some of the rules; keep your elbows off the table, don't butter your bread in
 your paw, and most important, don't eat your peas with a knife. But I don't recall ever being told to eat in any
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 particular order.
Eating dessert first had several advantages. You didn't have to worry about leaving room for dessert after having
 seconds on the entree, and more important you could sit there and look longingly at your father's dessert. How
 could he eat his dessert in front of you when you had none? My sister and I could usually get an extra helping of
 dessert. At least we could split my father's dessert if there wasn't any more. He would take, at the most, one small
 taste before he surrendered to the inevitable.
 Tales of the Counterpane
 I have been blessed with a very dependable body. It hardly ever breaks down into sickness. It doesn't need any of
 the nostrums and remedies that are advertised on the evening news. When I was a young boy, I was equally
 healthy and showed up for school just about every day, to the consternation of some of my teachers. Once in a
 while an upset stomach or some similar minor disorder would overcome my resistance, and I would be forced to
 stay home from school for a day. Sometimes I would only stay home for half a day. My mother couldn't always put
 up with me at home for a full day.
I had the faculty for getting sick in August which my mother blamed on the sun and exhaustion. She would make
 me take a rest before going out after lunch during the summer heat waves. I would read library books or listen to
 the radio. Sometimes I would have to go to the store with Mom. In those days we had an icebox, not a
 refrigerator, and frequent trips to the market were required to keep the perishables from perishing. We would go
 after lunch and buy a few items that would be used that evening for supper. She also insisted that I wear a hat to
 keep the sun from baking my brain. Mom made my summer hats from my father's old Fedoras. They were snug
 fitting affairs similar to a knit winter cap, with a rolled cuff finished with points like large pinking, and diamond
 shaped holes in the crown for ventilation. The entire hat could be decorated with trinkets and buttons; an unmated
 cuff link, a "Win With Wilkie" button, etc. These hats were not as strange then as they would be now, other boys in
 other neighborhoods wore them too.
During the school year I usually caught a cold in February, and I would miss from a few days to over a week
 depending an the severity of the cold and the placement of the Presidents' birthdays. Although we know better
 now, in those days bed rest was the accepted therapy. Mom would buy Big Little Books to keep me quiet. These
 were about four or five inches square and an inch thick with the text an one page and a picture on the facing page.
 The pictures could be colored with crayons after the story was read. The stories ranged from cowboys and Indians
 to cartoon characters to abridged classics. I also had a book of poems and one impressed me so much I still
 remember the title, Tales of the Counterpane. The story dealt with a little boy who was sick and used his bed as a
 battleground. He set up his toy soldiers all over his bedspread using his knees as hills. I tried it but my toy soldiers
 kept falling over. Maybe I wiggled too much under the covers. My mother would ask me if I wanted to eat with the
 family or in bed. I always chose to eat in bed; it made me feel special.
I would always develop these hacking coughs, and during the day my mother would supply me with Smith
 Brothers, or Ludens, cough drops. At night, when my father came home, he would bring Vicks cough drops. They
 were triangularly shaped, and cost more than the other brands. My father had notoriously weak kidneys and could
 not make the three block trip home from the subway station without relieving himself in one of the many bars that
 lined the route home. He would not embarrass himself by using the facilities and not buying something, so he was
 forced to have a beer whether he wanted one or not. When I got the cough drops, I knew that he had been forced
 to make the trip home without a stop because he had spent his last ten cents on his favorite son.
 A Holiday Story
During WW II shortages would develop. For a while sliced white bread was unavailable. The familiar brands
 Wonder, Tip- Top, Silvercup, etc. were available unsliced only. Had the Germans succeeded in sabotaging the
 slicing machines? Who knew. After a while sliced bread returned, but other shortages kept cropping up. Women's
 stockings, shoes, cigarettes, soap, toothpaste, all had their turns, but these items did not affect kids very much.
One year Christmas trees were in short supply and this was serious. Since they were not rationed, the law of supply
 and demand took over and prices soared. Our Christmas tree was about three feet high. We mounted it on top of
 my mothers sewing machine which we had wrapped in paper printed in a brick pattern. If my memory serves me
 correctly, a full size tree was over five dollars.
Johnny "the meatball" DiDiego was heartbroken. His mother told him the family was not going to have a Christmas
 tree that year. He was about three or four years younger than I was, and he still believed in Santa Claus. Frankie
 Pandolfo was among a group of us trying to cheer Johnny up.
"Meatball, do you have a manger scene?"
"Yeah, but no tree."
"That's all you need. Set it out on top of a table."
"That's what's important. That's what we're doing."
"You don't have no tree?"
"Naw, they're too expensive this year."
"We set up our manger scene and Santa will leave our presents there."
Meatball immediately perked up. We all solemnly proclaimed that we had set up our manger scenes without a tree.
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 Who would spend that kind of money for a Christmas tree? Meatball believed us too. We had a well deserved
 reputation for not lying to little kids.
Everything is better if it is shared. Even misery is eased a bit if others are in the same boat.
The Cat-o-Five Tails
My father had little patience with children. He was only with us a few hours a day, but he would lose control easily.
 My mother on the other hand seemed to ignore most of our shenanigans, or maybe she just didn't pay any
 attention to us.
One day when my sister Eva and I had been particularly obnoxious, in my fathers opinion, he reached the end of
 his rope. He produced a broad leather belt, the type used to drive machinery from a central motor. He proceeded
 to cut off a piece about two feet long. One end he cut into strips about a foot long and a quarter of an inch wide.
 He tied knots in the end of these strips and called this instrument a cat-o-ninetails. ( Actually on close examination
 later it had only five tails.)
My sister and I watched, transfixed, from a safe distance. All the while he was making this weapon we were quiet.
 When he was satisfied with his handiwork he announced, "The next time you two misbehave you're gonna get it."
 For emphasis he brought the cat-o-ninetails (or fivetails) down on the top of mom's sewing machine cabinet. It
 was a foot powered machine with the treadle housed in a square cabinet. The sewing machine head would fold into
 it when not in use. This left a square enclosed box with a flat top that when struck would reverberate like a drum.
My sister and I were not chastened.
We vowed then, not to behave properly, but to hide his cat-o-ninetails . Why we didn't just throw it out in the
 garbage, I don't know. Maybe because it was my father's strap after all, and we didn't have the right to throw it
 out. As long as it was in the house, we hadn't done anything wrong.
The trouble was he kept finding it. We lived in a small flat which my mother cleaned quite conscientiously. She
 must have kept finding it and giving it back to dad. This went on for weeks and weeks. My father whacking the
 sewing machine cabinet with the cat-o-ninetails announcing, "You kids are gonna get it." Eva and I hiding this
 object only to have it resurface again and again. We knew dad wouldn't hit us with it, and he knew he wouldn't hit
 us with it. It was similar to a summer thunderstorm, a lot of sound and fury, and then relative calm.
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New York City Professional Baseball And The 1950's An Era For America
New York City Professional Baseball And The 1950's An Era For America
Louise Wetherbee Phelps Award Winner Upper Division
I wrote this essay about the New York City Professional Baseball teams during the 1950's because I felt it
 represents a branch of Americana we have gotten away from, and that is a sense of community. American
 togetherness may not exist in the corporate world, but it still is a source of power and pride. It is my belief that a
 sport such as baseball (especially during its heyday of popularity) bests illustrates the feelings and the passions we
 can share within a community of genuine Americans. 
A recent article from the Associated Press's National Baseball Library and Archive describes an incident involving the
 great New York Yankee Mickey Mantle and a "sympathetic fan": One uncharacteristically awful afternoon during the
 1950's, the Yankee superstar Mickey Mantle struck out three rimes in a row. "When I got back to the clubhouse,"
 he remembered, "I just sat down on my stool and held my head in my hands, like I was going to start crying. I
 heard somebody come up to me, and it was little Timmy Berra, [Yogi Berra's boy] standing there next to me. He
 tapped me on the knee, nice and soft, and I figured he was going to say something nice to me you know, like 'You
 keep hanging in there' or something like that. But all he did was look at me, and then he said in his little kid's
 voice, 'You stink.'" ("The Capital" 90)
During the 1950's, baseball throughout America was universal. Everyone who was anyone knew something about
 the game. Whether it be a rule, a concept, or even a player by name, Americans knew what the game of baseball
 was all about, and that it was more than just a game . . . it was a way of life. But what makes baseball during the
 1950's such a special era in the historical context of America was its representation by three teams, three very
 special and unique baseball teams that will forever go down in history as three of the best teams to ever
 participate in the game. These three were nestled physically within the Big Melting Pot we like to call New York
 City, and they were watched, adored, hated, feared, and lionized by all who followed the game of baseball.
Each team represented a sector of American society that no other teams in the history of baseball have ever
 doneÑwhat they all did within one era, one very special and unique era, which can never be conquered as far as a
 city dominating the game of baseball for so long a period. Baseball was like a "private possession of New York
 City," wrote Roger Angel, "You would walk through the city in October and the sounds of baseball were
 everywhere. From car radios, taverns, people [coming] out of taverns would say 'Campy just hit one' . . . A cab
 driver would pull up . . . [Another] cab driver would call over and say, 'They score yet?' And the other cabbie would
 say, 'Nah.'" ("The Capital" 90) New Yorkers have never been notably sentimental; they are hard on winners and
 merciless with losers, but in the 1950's, mercy was rarely called for. A New York baseball club was in the World
 Series every season from 1949 through 1958, and in six of those ten contest, New York teams battled each other.
 It sometimes seemed that New York would dominate the game and remain the capital of baseball forever.
In 1942, a shrewd, talkative business man left the St. Louis Cardinal baseball team to become president and part
 owner and general manager of the Brooklyn Dodgers. This "salesman of sermons" was named Branch Rickey.
 Rickey had already transformed the game of baseball by devising the "farm system" (major league teams having
 smaller minor leagues team in its organization, with the purpose to nurture and develop younger players for the
 future), and now he was plotting a second more sweeping revolution. The man that would help him bring it about
 was Jack Roosevelt Robinson, more commonly known as Jackie.
Born in 1919 in Cairo, Ga., the grandson of a slave and the fifth child of a sharecropper, Jackie was what his
 contemporaries called a "race man", because he walked straight, held his head up high, and was proud of not only
 his color, but also of his people. At his college in UCLA, he excelled at every sport he triedÑfootball, basketball,
 tennis, golf, and baseball, but baseball was his favorite. After he left the Army in 1944, the Kansas City Monarchs
 in the Negro Baseball Leagues offered him a job at shortstop. He would catch the eye of Rickey that year, and soon
 after the season ended, he would invite Jackie into his office at Ebbets Field (home of the Brooklyn Dodgers) for an
 interview. He said to Jackie, "I want a ballplayer with guts enough not to fight back [to racial taunts]. You will
 symbolize a crucial cause. One incident, just one incident, can set it back 20 years. Can you promise me Jackie, for
 the next three years, not to fight back?" ("Jackie, Jackie" 85) Robinson thought about for a while, and then agreed.
As it was every year, the cold rush of the wind flew threw the trolley filled streets of Brooklyn, an affluent middle-
class, white community nestled along the outskirts of New York City during the winter of 1947. The "war-to-end-all-
wars" had been over for nearly two years, and the people among this culture rich community were getting on with
 their lives, and that included looking forward to the hot, sweltering, sewer-vapored environment of summer. But
 there was something else to look forward to, especially for that summer of 1947. During that winter, an event of
 monumental significance took place along these streets of Flatbush. This event would challenge the racial
 boundaries of America for years to come, and would put Brooklyn, and New York City in general, on the
 sociological map of America as being the hotbed for a racial and ethnic battleground. That summer, Brooklyn's
 professional baseball team, the Brooklyn Dodgers, were going to uniform a black baseball player (Jackie Robinson),
 and they would be the first professional baseball team to do so in the 20th century. After a couple years playing
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 within Brooklyn's farm system, Jackie was given a spot on the opening day roster (April 15th) for the 1947 season.
 The news electrified black America, as there were 26,623 fans at Ebbets Field for opening day, and 14,000 of them
 were African-Americans. They reacted to everything Robinson did in the fieldÑeverything. Fans, black and white,
 were yelling "Jackie, Jackie, Jackie". He united not only a city, not only a country, but he finally showed what
 baseball had meant to be all along: our national pastime.
During the 1950's (more commonly know to baseball lords as the "Jackie Robinson Era"), all of the members of the
 Brooklyn Dodgers became targets for racial intolerance. Baseball, in the past, had been a temple of white
 supremacy. Sure, Brooklyn had represented black oriented athletic teams in the past (during the mid-1940's, the
 "Brooklyn Braves" were an all-black schoolyard basketball team). People in New York City and all across America,
 were not worried how Jackie's presence would affect the Dodgers, but how it would affect society's view on
 baseball in general. Would this be the end of our national pastime? Would the hearts and souls of male society be
 lost forever because of the inability to accept a breach in the color boundary? No one really knew for certain what
 would happen, except for the hard fact that it would rest on the shoulders of Jackie and the Brooklyn Dodgers as a
 whole.
This team respected one another as competitors, and they knew they were set apart. They knew they had been
 chosen to represent baseball's first racially integrated team, and so they accepted the fact they had to march
 against the sins of bigotry. There were many trials and tribulations for Jackie, and numerous times he felt he racial
 wrath from the stands, on the streets, and in his mind and soul. But he fought on, because he knew the weight of
 an entire community rested on his shoulders, and being the strong-willed, resilient fighter he was, he committed
 himself not to let them down. But after awhile, his teammates realized he could not do it alone. They made a pact
 to support their teammate and stand by him when he most needed it. For some, race was not an issue on the ball-
field, but for others, it was a case of just "turning the other cheek" or "grin and bear it". Not only did they do it for
 Jackie, but for the Brooklyn community as well.
For years, this borough within the Melting Pot of America suffered through heartbreak and disappointment with
 their team, and to now suddenly be in America's spotlight, the members of these Dodgers would do their best to
 rise to the occasion. Even though it meant only one World Series ring during the "Jackie Robinson" years, every
 season was unforgettable and would help label New York City as the Baseball Mecca of America during the 1950's.
 This team brought a whole country together with its "colorful" array of personalities, and soon would become a
 national team with irresistible personality and thrall. By applauding the Brooklyn Dodgers, a man did not feel he
 was taking a stand on school integration, but rather he had disregarded color in an aspect of American society
 which carried our hearts and souls. He would step away from old prejudices and insecurities, and to many a men,
 this was not a path too many double back on.
While the Brooklyn Dodgers represented the new racially integrated America, the New York Yankees exemplified
 another American obsession: success, fame, and domination. In 1949, the New York Yankees appointed a new and
 most unlikely manager named Casey Stengel, who was known as the "Old Perfesser." He had been involved with
 major league baseball since 1912, either as a player or a manager. A character of sorts, Casey would relate
 everything he did to baseball, but more often than not, people would become confused as to what he was relating
 baseball to. He had his own way of saying what was one his mind, and to most it was quite confusing, but to
 Casey, it was as a clear as a crisp late October night in Yankee Stadium. To give you an idea as to what
 "Stengelese" was, here are some comical pieces: "All right, everybody line up alphabetically according to your
 height; I made up my mind, but I made it up both ways; Being with a woman never hurt no professional baseball
 player. It's staying up all night looking for a woman that does him in". ("The Capital" 91) Stengel was more
 interested in building a team around younger players, and that is just what he did for the Yankees of the 1950's.
Of the players in Casey Stengel's regime, one man stood out above them all. This player may not have been the
 most gifted athlete in baseball, but he won over America's hearts and souls. On the field, he was your average
 baseball slugger who could change the outcome of any game every time that he went to the plate to bat. Off the
 field, he warmed over his admirers with his boyish smile and down-home attitude towards life. This man was
 Mickey Mantle. Mickey represented the millions of baseball-loving kids who grew in the 1950's, because to them,
 Mickey Mantle was baseball. As described by long-time sports broadcaster Bob Costas, Mickey was "a fragile hero
 to whom they had an emotional attachment so strong and lasting it defied logic." He was the world to all young
 adolescents, because when the World Series was playing, kids all across America would sneak a transistor radio
 into their school to follow not only the World Series, but Mickey too. What made him so attractive to all his adoring
 fans was his sense of vulnerability. They didn't just root for him; they felt for him. Whatever emotion he was
 feeling, millions of kids throughout America felt it too. (Bob's eulogy) He was always so hard on himself, and a man
 of too much honesty and modesty to regard himself as a deity. But there were days when he was so good on the
 diamond, that kids bet even God would want his autograph. In his later years in life, he finally came to accept and
 the appreciate the distinction between a role model and a hero: a hero he was, but a role model he was not. Even
 so, as Bob Costas of NBC, Inc. stated at Mickey's funeral, that what Mickey got in return in for vast greatness and
 days of constant physical pain and agony from America was far more meaningful than mindless and misplaced
 celebrity worship: he got love. Love for who he was, who and what he represented, love for what he had been and
 how he made those kids feel, and most of all, love for being just Mickey Mantle, a kind, honest, and charming
 midwestern boy from Oklahoma, who was the hearts and souls of millions of human beings throughout America
 during the an era for America. (Bob's eulogy)
Stengel's Yankees, like the presence of the Yankees home (the famous Yankee Stadium) went on to tower above
 their rivals for a dozen years, winning ten American League pennants and seven world championships, and drawing
 big, largely suburban crowds, known throughout baseball for their affluence and decorum. Yankee fans "were
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 refined people for the most part", pitcher Ed Lopat of the Yankees remembered. "You'd hear the cheering, but they
 were kind of sedate, generally." ("The Capital" 91) Rooting for the Yankees was like rooting for U.S. Steel, because
 a Yankee fan was not one to jump up and down and cheer themselves into a frenzy. They had to be cool, and
 "professional" with their encouragement, because the New York Yankees of the 1950's were just thatÑtrue
 professionals. They signified the millions of hard working, red-blooded Americans who didn't come from wealthy
 families, who didn't attend Harvard or any other Ivy League institution, but were from small-town communities
 who emphasized the importance of family and togetherness, because the New York Yankees of the 1950's were
 just thatÑa family.
Since the Brooklyn Dodgers and New York Yankees represented communities outside the realm of the inner-city,
 the other New York team (the New York Giants) were what people in New York City would call "our team". They
 portrayed the characteristics of any bustling urban area across America: exciting, fast-paced, powerful,
 intimidating, tense, and relentless. The New York Giants, like the Brooklyn Dodgers, won only one World Series,
 but it was their team chemistry which enthralled fans not only within the Big Apple, but all across the great land.
 They were showmen who would be the first to admit they weren't the most skilled professional baseball players
 during that modern era, but they would excel in the "intangibles" that help a team become a dynasty. By
 "intangibles," I mean they would dive after fly balls and line drives, execute perfect sacrifice bunts and hit-and-run
 plays, and overall make up with their team speed and raw talent for the powerful hitting they lacked.
The leader of this inner-city regime was a tense, sensitive, self-absorbed but very exciting center fielder named
 Willie Mays. The oldest of 12 children, Mays was born in Westfield, Alabama. His father, who himself had played
 semi-professional baseball, had trained his son for baseball since before he could walk, rolling a ball across the
 living room floor until he accepted, the purpose being to pick it up. In 1951, at the tender age of 20, the New York
 Giants manager Leo Durocher brought him up to New York from the minor leagues. Willie's start was slow and
 depressing (he got one hit in his first 25 at-bats), but after a serious discussion with Durocher, he would be off and
 running. Over the next 22 seasons, he would bat .302, drive in more than 100 runs eight years in a row, and
 slammed out 660 home runs to become third on the all-time list. He would also become the first man to hit 300
 home runs and steal 300 bases. In the field, he recorded about 7,100 put-outs, the most for an outfielder in major
 league history, he won the Gold Glove award (awarded to the best fielder at their respected position) 12 times,
 and he played in the annual All-Star game a record 20 times. "He should play in handcuffs to even things up", a
 sportswriter once said; "If he could cook, I'd marry him . . . " Durocher said. ("The Capital" 92) Because Mays was
 so exuberant on the field, white sport writers assumed he was perpetually high spirited away from the ballpark as
 well, when in fact he was just the opposite. Like Babe Ruth, Mays was unable to remember other people's names,
 and he would develop an "all-purpose greeting" of "Say-Hey" (which would later merge into being his nickname of
 "Say-Hey" Willie Mays), which writers saw as further evidence of his carefree buoyancy, but was actually a cover
 for his failure to remember names.
Mays' hard hitting and mind-boggling fielding skills helped energize his teammates, but what really made him stand
 out his inborn sense of showmanship. Every game, he would wear his cap a few sizes too large, so that it would
 add a little extra drama to his electrifying catches and snags in the field by falling off. The fans loved this type of
 exhibition, because he added a new dimension to the game like Jackie Robinson did with his aggressive Negro-
league style of base running. They both made the game more interesting and exciting to watch, but since Mays
 attracted little of the raw racism that had greeted Robinson four years earlier, he was adopted by this inner-city
 community with virtually no resistance. "I think just about all the Negro league players who came up to the majors
 before I did had the same scouting report," Mays remembers. "First, they said the player was Negro, and then they
 said he was great. With me, they said great, then they said Negro." ("The Capital" 92) By that time, Robinson, his
 teammate catcher Roy Campenella, and Mays' teammate shortstop Monte Irvin had already breached the color line
 in New York before he arrived, and Willie Mays was allowed to smile when he played and act the way he wanted to
 act.
Before long though, it wasn't only his center-field play and his bat which drew attention from adoring fans across
 America, it was his stickball in the streets. "The stickball was for the kids," he said. "It was about getting together
 in the block to let kids know I appreciate them and they [in return] appreciated me. See, baseball is not really
 played on the field. It's played in the community. You have to be a community man." (Richmond 178) Willie
 describes one incident where it was the early morning outside his home around the corner from the Polo Grounds
 (the Giants home stadium in Coogan's Bluff), and a kid rings the buzzer to his apartment. He runs downstairs,
 opens the door in his bathrobe and rubs his eyes. The kid, knowing who the dark figure was in front of him, asks
 him for a baseball and if he could sign it. Willie walks back upstairs, finds a ball, autographs it, and brings it back
 downstairs. The kid thanks him, and walks away. Willie never really remembered the kid specifically, but he knew
 it meant a lot to the kid to get an autographed baseball from Willie Mays, and the kid knew to walk away after his
 wish was granted, to respect his hero's wishes for privacy. In 1950's New York, baseball players would answer the
 door to their homes, would give a boy a lift in their car, and do what any other red-blooded American would do,
 and that is be part of the community.
During the 1950's, each New York City team had its hero for America to love and lionize, Robinson for the Dodgers
 and Mantle for the Yankees. But when people thought of Willie Mays, they not only thought of the New York Giants,
 but they thought of the one thing millions of Americans could compare and relate to their everyday livesÑbaseball.
 To the people who grew up on baseball during the 1950's, Willie Mays wasn't only the New York Giants, he was
 love for his fellow men, he was an ambassador of the public and communities across America, but most
 importantly, Willie Mays was baseball.
In 1955, the Brooklyn Dodgers won the National League pennant for the eighth time. Seven times Brooklyn had
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 played in the World Series, seven times they had been defeated, forced to "wait till next year." The Dodgers were a
 remarkable team that year, showcasing the talents of Jackie, Duke Snider, Gil Hodges, Carl Furillo, and Roy
 Campanella, all presently in the Baseball Hall of Fame. But they faced the Yankees, who had already beaten them
 five times in the World Series. The Yankees had won the first two games, and the old Brooklyn nightmare seemed
 to be repeating itself. No team in history had ever come back from so far behind to win a seven-game series, but
 Brooklyn did. Telephone circuits between boroughs collapsed from overload, Western Union offices in New York
 sent and received the greatest flood of telegrams since V-J day, caravans of honking cars blared up and down
 Flatbush Avenue and Ocean Parkway, the skies over Brooklyn filled with fireworks, and Joseph Saden, owner of
 Joe's Delicatessen at 342 Utica Avenue set up a sidewalk stand and handed out free hot dogsÑa gesture, one
 reporter said, that "for a Brooklyn merchant is one step from total numbness." ("The Capital" 91) "I doubt if there
 had ever been a night like that in Brooklyn," said Dodgers' pitcher Johnny Podres in an interview with a reporter.
 ("The Capital" 91) And there would never be another . . .
After the 1955 World Series, Dodger owner Walter O'Malley wanted to move the Dodgers out of Brooklyn. Sure,
 they were one of the richest teams in baseball, in both finances and fan popularity and support, and the second-
biggest draw in the National League, but the crowds were getting smaller with each passing season, and with
 Ebbets Field being only 32,000 at full capacity, the funds were slowly dwindling to a trickle. But finances were not
 the only reason for concern, the character and demographics of Brooklyn itself had changed, as middle-class
 whites moved to the suburbs and left much of the borough to African-Americans and Puerto Ricans. When O'Malley
 tried to buy a new site for a much bigger stadium, the city of New York turned him down. Thousands upon
 thousands of telegrams flooded city hall, people everywhere where starting protests to do whatever they could to
 keep their beloved Brooklyn Dodgers in Brooklyn. But the people in Brooklyn were not alone, because across town,
 at the Polo Grounds, there was another team pondering the concept of moving. New York Giants owner, Horace
 Stoneham, was also thinking about leaving town, because attendance was down, and the Grounds were crumbling.
 Then, in May of 1957, the National League club owners voted to allow both National League New York teams to
 move to the great state of CaliforniaÑthe Giants to San Francisco and the Dodgers to Los Angeles.
"That was the great tragic moment in the 1950's in New York . . . ," recalls New York-born paleontologist Stephen
 Jay Gould, "It was the beginning of the decline we continue to observe today." ("The Capital" 92) The city of New
 York never got over their beloved teams leaving them, because they not only physically left the areas known as
 Flatbush and Coogan's Bluff, but they left a hole in the people's hearts and souls of New York. Sure, they still had
 the Yankees, but when the end of era was suddenly upon them, the people of New York knew times were going to
 be different. And during one cold, blustery day during the winter of 1958, as the wrecking balls came down on
 Ebbets Field and the Polo Grounds simultaneously, the joys and sorrows of millions of Americans not only in the Big
 Apple, but all across the land, were shared and remembered. There would be no more cries for Jackie Robinson to
 steal home, no more cheers for Willie Mays and one of his flamboyant, acrobatic fielding plays, but most of all, no
 more baseball.
 As the 1950's came to a close, people realized that the game would never be the same again. There would be no
 more climatic World Series with the Dodgers and Yankees, or nor more anti-climatic pennant chases between the
 Giants and Dodgers to see who would gain the chance to unseed the almighty Bronx bombers. But now, at the
 sites were those epic battles would take place, lie empty, space-enhanced parking lots and office buildings. Even
 so, what may be seen in sight, can never take the place of what use to be there, and those diamonds of dreams
 would always be in the memories of the millions of fans, who witnessed how New York City conquered the
 admiration of America in just one era, but that one era will last for a lifetime. 
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The Little Cafe at the End of the Boardwalk
Ron N. Gad
Thinking about all the people that roam the world every day, I wondered what brings them together. Walking down
 the boardwalk in Venice Beach I found a place where every type of person came together (whether on vacation or
 as a daily event). Trying to find out what was in each of these character's minds motivated me to write this piece
 about the eclectic group of people that wander Venice Beach and the world. 
There are big ones and small ones; they come in every shape. In any way one can imagine them wrapped. Bikini
 tops of yellow, and blue ones with flowers, some with patterns, others just solid. The universal image is here: no
 shirt, just a flimsy top and some cut-off jeans-shorts (occasionally not even that). Regardless of size, these woman
 show off their bodies. There is no talk of who has more money, or from what neighborhood they come. Once they
 are on the beach, everyone of them is treated as a beach chick. The men serve a different purpose. Some sell
 drugs, others dreams. Some walk alone, others with a dog and maybe even a chick (two if they're lucky). With
 sand on their backs, they straddle the boardwalk and chill out. Shorts down to their knees, even past, and a shirt
 only if they have no body to show. One stops to get his palm read, another to buy a bong made out of bamboo.
 But none of them can make it down the boardwalk without being entertained by a homeless man giving his
 rendition of a comedy show or, if they are lucky, a dance routine. Once in a while you'll see a kid that's pretty
 good, but those guys don't last long on the beach; they get spotted by one of the Hollywood guys and move on to
 bigger and better. The truth of the matter is, most of these kids feel more comfortable in front of the beach-crowd
 than in front of a big audience on Sunset Boulevard.
Everyone comes to the beach with the same intentions. . .to be in another world, or at least to leave their old one.
 The goal is to get away from all businessmen by whom they are surrounded Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday,
 Thursday and Friday. And while they escape the streets they wander day in and day out, they mix with all the
 others who seek the same break from reality. These lives seem to mesh into one - once you get on the beach, or
 Venice Beach anyway. To the left of the boardwalk, a kid from East L.A. is shooting hoops with the city lawyer who
 had his brother jailed for murder, and he doesn't even realize it. To the right, a tenth grade teacher stands behind
 a student in her fourth period English class on line for a famous, not-so-Philadelphia-style, hot pretzel. All one has
 to do, is sit back and watch all the people as they come and they go - on route to nowhere. All they want to do is
 find a place to sit, to eat, to relax and to forget they ever wear the neck ties or the colors of their gang or the
 McDonalds' visor that no employee can be proud of wearing. All they want to do is get away, under the California
 sun, in a cafe at the end of the boardwalk at Venice Beach.
With a touch of wind, the sun guides Benny to his morning meal. Benny is about five feet ten inches tall and could
 pass for a professional boxer. His arms are well defined, with forearms comparable to those of Popeye. He has
 picturesque biceps as if sculpted by Michael Angelo himself. I have never seen even one hair out of place; not
 jelled, but perfectly brushed to the right side. His naked back, from the nape of his neck to the small of his back,
 drips with exquisite droplets of sweat. He carries, in his left hand, the tank-top shirt he never wears, and in his
 right, the gloves used for lifting weights at the famed Muscle Beach on the Venice Beach Boardwalk. The hostess
 gives her customary smile and seats him at his regular table; he dines alone.
Delia, the hostess, makes her way back to her post and stands guard for the next customer. She has the epitome of
 silky smooth hair: from the roots to the tail ends it shines; the black strands reflect the sunlight, and with every
 step she takes it flows from side to side. Without a doubt, she obtained the hostess position because of her luring
 smile; if any passer-by catches a glimpse of it, they cannot help but come in and dine at the Cheese & Olive Cafe.
 Her ivory teeth glimmer like neon between her model-caliber lips: plump, and the perfect shade of red. I can't help
 but notice her glassy complexion, which leads from the tip of her forehead to the collar of her C&O T-shirt. Like a
 doll, she has a mature yet sexy look, even in a teal-green shirt mandatory for all staff. The sleeves were rolled
 with perfection, and the curves of her breasts, waist and legs leave no room for the imagination.
When Monty enters the outdoor patio, he winks at the hostess, grabs a menu, pats her behind and proceeds to find
 a vacant table with an open umbrella. Monty has been eating at the Cheese & Olive for years before any of the
 current staff were hired; with the exception of a six year hiatus in the Los Angeles County Penitentiary. I didn't
 even blink when I found out about Monty's involvement with the Mafia. With his overwhelming Italian look, full
 figure and gray hair, one can easily spot him in a crowd. It was clear to me, before we ever spoke a word, that his
 appetite was a healthy one; once I took his order (for the first time), all was affirmed. "Four eggs: scrambled well,
 potatoes, sausage and an onion bagel: toasted with cream cheese on the side. Oh, and Kid - none of that butter
 shit. I'm trying to watch my weight." He chuckled with amusement and added with a strong Italian accent, "I
 frickin' kill myself." After a while, he felt comfortable with me, and he told me his story. "See this, Kid?" He lifted
 up his tailored pant leg and pointed to what looked to be an anklet. "They watch me. . .the government. I am
 clean now, but they want to watch me. They want to make sure I don't get involved with that shit again." I didn't
 bother to ask what that shit was, but I could imagine. "Besides, I made more money than I know what to do with;
 I live off that." I thought he was done, so I turned and started off to the kitchen; I was wrong. "You look like a
 good kid. You stay in school, keep working for honest money and you'll make it, Kid. . .you'll make it." I, like every
 other waiter at the C&O, am scared of Monty, but he is a good man.
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On the patio, the restaurant looks like the most orderly establishment on the beach, but once we step into the
 kitchen, it's complete pandemonium. Anadel, the recovering cocaine addict/aspiring actress, stands in the corner
 trying to organize her checks and stay calm at the same time (by talking to herself, of course). I would give her an
 Academy Award for her acting abilities as a restaurant server. She has a way of being completely sane when she is
 out in front of customers, but once she is behind closed doors, she would kill to get her bagel toasted first. Gina
 runs with a different crowd: the Alternative Punk music crowd. It's quite humorous to watch a born-again-Christian
 talk about gigs and Jesus in the same sentence. One day, I found her standing in front of the soda dispenser,
 waiving her hands in the air, praying to Jesus; she wanted good tips. Rich is in a band with Gina's husband; that's
 how they met. When I first met Rich, I was intimidated, to say the least. But once you get past the array of tattoos
 on his arm, chest and back, he is the kindest man in the world. He isn't the best waiter on the staff, but by
 sleeping with the manager, he gets away with it. Carol, the manager, is the kindest, most caring human being I
 have ever met. She is, however, too concerned with the way she looks to be an affective manager. On more than
 one occasion, Carol was in the bathroom, making sure her lip-liner was strategically placed, at a time when her
 duties as the manager were needed on the floor. But once she comes out, she is the best looking manager in all of
 Venice Beach. There are times when I think men return their food in order to speak with Carol. I believe every
 regular has asked Carol out for a drink. She gracefully declines with a smile, hoping they will return for another
 meal.
The Bird-Man comes in every day, without exception. His name is Jerry, and we call him that to his face, but behind
 the glass door (of the kitchen) he is referred to by all as the Bird-Man. He is never without Rocky, the parrot.
 Rocky is just as much one of the regulars as anyone else. He sits on the table, spreads out his blue, yellow and red
 feathers and accepts the praise he hears from his admirers. The Bird-Man is rarely without company. Mostly
 women, but sometimes men. It all depends on his taste the evening before. He always brings his prey into the
 restaurant the morning after. We believe it is for flaunting purposes, but we all know that it is in Rocky these
 people are interested, not Jerry. I try to convince Carol to spend one night with him, for the sole purpose of seeing
 if Rocky is part of the sex, but she has yet to comply. The Bird-Man is a multimillionaire, but everyone is afraid to
 ask him his occupation. I haven't neglected the notion of prostitution, but prostitutes usually don't bring there
 clients to breakfast the next day. I suppose there are exceptions to every rule.
I don't believe Benny, Monty or the Bird-Man have ever been formally introduced, but they see each other every
 day. It seems so odd to me, the eclectic group of customers (and staff, for that matter) that the C&O attracts.
 These three men live such different lives, yet they congregate for breakfast seven days a week. Between the Mafia,
 the body builders association and the prostitution club, we have it all. Such differed lifestyles come together and
 enjoy the same atmosphere. It is the atmosphere to which the customers are attracted. Anyone can get some eggs
 and a bagel at a local diner, but we have something special. Delia is one major component of our specialty.
The whole serving staff brings an array of classes and styles to the C&O; that's the attraction. The crazy murals on
 the walls and the great big "old-fashion" Coca-cola glasses are just an added bonus. The real treat lies with the
 people who serve the meal and the Coca-cola glasses. The funny thing is, no one even bothers to find out what the
 other is like outside the restaurant. We have gone to some of Rich's shows, had a few drinks after work, but
 nothing more than evenings filled with meaningless chatter about the trivial aspects of our lives. I never found out
 Rich's struggles as a band member or Anadel's battle with cocaine or when Gina found Jesus, and the sad part
 was, I didn't want to. I kept going to work and even having a beer or two afterwards, but deeper I never went.
 Into each other's world, not one of us ventured, but we were a family of sorts: Me, Delia, Carol, Rich, Gina, Anadel
 and even Benny, Monty and the Bird-Man. . .our own little family.
40
Intertext, Vol. 4 [1996], Iss. 1, Art. 1
https://surface.syr.edu/intertext/vol4/iss1/1
Remington
http://wrt-intertext.syr.edu/iv/remmington.html[2/3/2014 10:08:52 AM]
On Meeting My Angel
Julie L. Remington
The assignment that resulted in this paper, was for a Unit Essay. We spent a large amount of time working on
 personal narratives, and after writing short essays for some time, we were required to write a, somewhat, larger
 scaled essay that would portray what we learned in the unit. I was strongly inspired to write about my "angel," and
 found that I could best display my talents in something that I was emotional about. I realize, that this story can be
 read as a fantasy, but the circumstances and events have all occurred, as fictional as it may seem, this is my
 personal narrative.
As I walk by an unlit parking lot, I begin to put the puzzle pieces together. I lose myself in the puzzle wondering if
 the pieces truly fit together, or if I'm forcing them to join with random pieces, ignoring the corners and edges
 altogether. Goose-bumps slowly climb up my legs to my spine as if they had soaked into my feet from the damp
 sidewalk. My eyes fill with tears instantaneously. I look behind me and quicken my pace.
The faces, so clear to me at one point, fade and reoccur. This is where my skepticism lies. If the face fades after
 the initial inspection, who, or what, was to prove that my active imagination hadn't modified or adapted the faces
 to one another. "Prove" is an unusually logical and reasonable word for my situation. I wish it could be as easy as
 proving that when two parallel lines are joined with another line, the adjacent angles formed are congruent.
 Unfortunately, I can't even prove the lines are parallel and have no validity to even begin to discuss congruent
 angles. I am finally home. My body shaking and head hovered over the toilet, my emotions become overly visible
 to me.
¥ ¥ ¥
I opened the trunk, placed the miniature suit of armor in, and reassured my friend, Erin, that her mother would
 love her birthday present. Erin confessed that she wouldn't mind if her mother didn't because it would go well in
 her dorm room at school.
 A voice. An old woman walked to us from the row of cars across the aisle. I noticed immediately her tall slender
 figure and still girlish face. She must have been a striking young lady. She vaguely reminded me of someone, but
 who? Her accent, when asking for the time, complimented her looks, making her strangely enchanting. I couldn't
 identify the specific region from which her accent came, but could only enjoy the musical sound of it. I noticed her
 shape and facial features-her eyes shapely and blue, her skin very delicate-to assure myself that she wouldn't turn
 into a "he" with weapons and demented intentions. I didn't feel threatened by her, but rather too comfortable with
 her.
After chit-chatting about her husband, their car, the Erie County Fair--she began to leave. Erin and I finished
 closing the trunk and started to climb into the car. She turned around to ask us if we might be going in the
 direction of the fair, obviously wanting a ride.
In a mere second, ideas of potential danger rushed through my mind; for Erin and me, as well as the old woman. I
 found it impossible to say "no" and invited the woman into my car. She repeatedly expressed her thankfulness
 during the entire two minute ride. I stopped just inside the entrance and wished her a nice evening. I didn't
 understand why she took so long to leave the car. Maybe she led a lonely life and enjoyed our company. Eventually
 she left, waving to us on her way.
 Two seconds down the road, ambulance and fire truck sirens forced me to pull the car to the side of the road.
 Looking ahead I saw an accident at the stop light, approximately one minute down the road. Erin looked at me
 with wide eyes; "What if that had been us?" Chills and tears.
¥ ¥ ¥
Being the overly-motivated person that I am, I went to classes surviving on just a few hours of sleep. I began to
 doze, but once I realized that I had, I forced my eyes open and adjusted my position in my seat.
 The first time I saw her, she made me slightly uneasy. I had dozed. The last picture in my mind before I woke up,
 corresponding with the exact moment I opened my eyes and ears to reality, was a young lady slamming a door in
 my face. I saw her eyes vaguely, and her smile more clearly. Her smile was "twisted," not kind or mean, but
 strange. From these features I could tell she was young and very beautiful.
 Later in the day she showed up again. This time, I opened my eyes very slowly and laboriously. As I did, I saw her
 kind, beautiful looking eyes very vividly. Then her smile faded in--the "twisted" smile, yet again. I passes these
 events off as a cry from my mind: a cry for mental rest.
¥ ¥ ¥
 As I walk by the parking lot, I challenge my mind to think about faces. At first, it's a little game, keeping me
 company on my walk, until I see a connection. The ladies are one in the same--one old, one young, but the same.
 My emotions become so overwhelming that I can't handle them. I run home and to the nearest bathroom to vent
 my emotional confusion, which briefly became physical.
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 While I brush my teeth I try not to think too much about the events of the past twenty-minutes, the past day, or
 anything relevant to my life. I look at my face, checking for blemishes, I look at my watch, checking the time, but
 my mind won't venture away from her. Her eyes and mouth so unbelievably clear. 
 I want to believe that she is a guardian angel, or she's an image that is trying to tell me something. She could be
 warning me of something. I don't know how to interpret her. Her eyes are so welcoming, but her smile is so,
 sarcastic. I wonder why, if she is a warning or guardian angel of sorts, why she would be trying to reach me now.
 My life is hardly complicated. I always thought that my guardian angel would come to me in times of crisis or need.
 My mom brought me up within a Roman Catholic community. I was never formally taught about the Catholic belief
 in angels, but I have always known of its existence. Personally, I find it comforting to think of a spirit watching
 over me and protecting me. In this world of wreckage, I need all the help I can get. I have dreams and aspirations,
 but in order to achieve them, I realize that I need the help of my friends, family, and faith.
 I would like her to be a guardian angel, but the logical part of my brain says, "get some sleep and stop being so
 imaginative." Then, there's the part of me that felt the chills. It was an amazing feeling that I don't understand
 enough to be able to describe in words. I have always associated getting chills with being in touch with my
 emotions, or with someone else's emotions. But the old wives tale that my mom used to tell me keeps running
 through my mind. She says that "Chills mean that someone is walking over your grave." The irony in this
 statement makes me think of the irony the young lady's face presented in her warm and welcoming eyes and
 sarcastic smile. Rather than finding answers, I get more confused and emotionally stirred up.
When telling my sister of this strange occurrence, she wanted me to believe that my imagination had gotten the
 best of me. Although she tried to be disbelieving, I sensed a sense of amazement and curiosity in her tone of
 voice. I think that she wanted to convince me that I created this situation in my head in order to reassure herself.
 Having strong emotional ties with each other, I know that she feels and understands my situation, but feels that it
 is her position to be "the rational one." I haven't shared this situation with many others and I realize that if I look
 too deeply into my experience, I will only confuse myself more. I believe that when it is time for this "stranger" to
 reveal herself to me, she will. I have so many questions about her. I have so many questions about my sanity.
Goodnight.
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A Memoir: What Does It Take To Be A Man?
Eric Rodaman
I took WRT 305 not knowing anything about the class. Basically,it was a class about me. My assignment was to
 write my autobiography, okayso maybe I'm not a Howard Stern or Regis Philbin, but my life HAD to be as
 interesting as theirs. "What Does It Take to Be a Man," is all about strange, happy, and sad things that have
 happened in my life. Most of it is about my childhood, man what a crazy ride that was . . . 
 For my mother and father 
 -for teaching me to fight for what I believe in. 
And for the little boy I never knew 
-Your soul is forever inside me and the pages I write. 
 
What Does It Take To Be A Man? 
What does it take to be a man? 
What does it take to see it's a heart and soul, a gentle hand? 
So easy to want and so hard to give. 
How can you be a man 'til you see beyond the life you live? 
What does it take to be a man? 
We can be blind, but a man tries to see. 
It takes tenderness for a man to be what he can be. 
And what does it mean if you're weak or strong? 
A gentle feeling can make it right or wrong. 
What does it take to be a man? 
The will to give and not receive. 
The strength you say what you believe. 
The heart to feel what others feel inside. 
To see what they can see. 
A man is somethin' that's real. 
It's not what you are 
It's what you can feel. 
It can't be too late 
to look through the hate. 
And see. 
I know that's what a man can be. 
-Boston 
Third Stage 
Prologue 
When I was seven, my mom told me I could be anything I wanted. If I wanted to be a doctor, I could. If I wanted
 to play the piano, I played. If I wanted to race cars, I raced.
My mom told me a lot of things, but many times I went against her wishes. It was a constant power struggle, me
 versus my mom. I never wanted to fight with her, it just happened. Many times the fights were over little things:
 the clothes I wore, the friends I hung out with, or what time I could go to bed. I never listened to her; I wish I
 had.
Now that I'm older, and a little wiser, I look back on my days of childhood. So many things I wish I could do
 overÑmy first kiss, my first true love, and listening to my mom. If there is any advice you get out of reading my
 autobiography, it should be this: Do what your mom tells you. No matter how smart you think you are, your mom
 knows best, period. There is so much she told me, but I never opened my ears. Maybe I was just trying to grow up
 too fast, I should have listened to her.
I don't get to see my mom as much as I would like, I miss her. As I write these pages, I see my mom in front of
 me. I can see her dirty blonde hair, her bright blue eyes, and her motherly smile. And I can hear her saying
 something, something a mom should always tell her son, "You can be anything you want to be, don't let anybody
 tell you different." 
Magazines on the Floor 
"A child should be seen but not heard." I laugh at this, because as we all know, it is almost impossible for any child
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 to adhere to this golden rule. As for my childhood, I made damn sure that I was both seen and heard. Growing up
 in a small suburban town like Rockaway just added fuel to the fire. There were so many places for my friend Brian
 and I to explore, which usually meant explore, break something, and then get in trouble for it. We were two eight
 year old kids armed with slingshots and itchy trigger fingers, who always managed to find new ways to get the
 grown-ups pissed off at us. Now you see, grown-ups to an eight year old were like Darth Vader in all the Star-Wars
 movies, except they didn't wear black capes and have breathing problems. These "bad-guys" usually turned out to
 be Brian and my parents. I understand that it is a parents' job to make sure that their children behave, but I would
 like to hang the parent that came up with the word "grounded," it just shouldn't be in a parents' vocabulary. Some
 of my groundings were just stupid and a waste of time. Like the time I was grounded from leaving my room for a
 whole month. The thing my parents didn't take into consideration were small factors like how could I go to school,
 or how could I eat my broccoli at dinner and finally, how could I go to the bathroom? Okay, so maybe I'm
 exaggerating a little bitÑthey let me go to school, but then I was locked by ball and chain to my bed (I still have
 marks on my ankles from it). Just a little advice, if you're ever grounded and sent to your room, don't ask your
 father for directions like I did, big mistake on my partÑmy dad actually made me clean it!
My room was my castle. I use the term "castle" very loosely, because my room was what my mom called "a
 disaster area." She also used "pig-sty" and yelled "clean it up, now!" on several occasions. Doesn't every eight
 year old boy's room look like Hurricane Hugo took a vacation there? Mine definitely did, but hey, I was proud of it.
 Everything an eight year old needs to survive was contained in my room. You know, things like my pet hamster
 which usually managed to escape it's cage, scramble down the hall and scare the hell out of my mom (I just
 listened for the very loud shriek to find him when he was lost). On my floor, well if you could call it a "floor"Ñit was
 more like a magazine and comic book store set up shop in my roomÑwas every single issue of Sports Illustrated
 magazine. I kept all the swimsuit issues in the third dresser drawer, underneath my underwear of course. Oh yeah,
 there was a bed somewhere piled underneath the layers and layers of dirty, mud-stained clothes. It usually ended
 up that I fell asleep in the pile of magazines on the floor, I was usually too tired to make the Mt. Everest-like climb
 to get underneath my covers. 
The Girlchaser
"Oh no? Here he comes again," four smiling little girls shrieked.
"Ha ha don't let him get you," another girl giggled.
Soon there were about 15 screaming girls running, running as fast as their short legs could take them. They ran
 behind the big tree in the middle of the schoolyard; they hid underneath the see-saw; they even ducked behind
 the school buses. The girls did anything, anything at all to get away from me. It was all a game, a fun, never-
ending game. It was kind of like a game of tag, the only differences:
1. I was always it.
2. I was playing against twenty cute third grade girls.
3. I never caught any of them, well I almost got one.
I was not your ordinary third grade student. Sure, I liked to play war and roll around in the mud just to make my
 mother angry at me, didn't every nine year old boy? I was this puny little third grade kid, who was basically afraid
 of his own shadow, and deathly afraid of the dark. But there was something inside me, something that made me
 different from my friends . . . I loved girls. This may not seem like a big deal, but when all your friends liked to be
 GI. Joe and spent most of the day beating the hell out of each other, this was huge. Riiiiiiiing,. The school bell
 blared out an unearthly high pitched whine that signaled it was time for recess. And almost instantaneously, 50
 screaming third graders ran for their freedomÑthe playground!
I loved school, don't get me wrong. Learning about multiplication tables and who chopped down the cherry tree had
 always fascinated me. But there was something about the playground; sometimes I would stare at my Mickey
 Mouse wristwatch (actually, a picture of Goofy was on it) totally ignoring the teacher, counting down the seconds
 until playtime. I remember one day the teacher called on me, asking for the capital of New Jersey, but my mind
 was nowhere closeÑI shouted out, "3 minutes until recess!" Every kid in that classroom turned their heads at the
 same time and stared at me, each of them giggling. The teacher made a hmmph sound and asked Billy, the class
 brain for the answer. I hated Billy. I wished sometimes that Billy would, you know, accidentally fall off the monkey
 bars. Unfortunately, the day that Billy really did fall off the monkey bars, split his head open, and was taken to the
 hospital; I wished that I had never thought that. To this day, I still blame myself for what happened to Billy, but in
 a sick, childlike way, I'm happy that it happenedÑman I hated that kid.
"Recess!" my teacher, Ms. Fuchs yelled out. Immediately I started formulating a plan in my head, "which girl would
 I chase first?" In third grade you really were never taught what a boy and girl were supposed to do, the birds and
 bees, or who had which sex organÑbut somehow, almost instinctively I knew that I liked girls. I liked chasing after
 them, watching them scream with laughter, and it's good that they were laughing because now that I look back on
 itÑmost all of them could have beat the crap out of me. One girl, Christine, was . . . well she was "overdeveloped"
 for her age and man was she strong. I'm glad she never came after me. The good part about this "game" was that
 everyone seemed to have a good time, and I got a ton of exercise, those girls sure could run fast. "Watch out,
 here comes the girlchaser!" (That was me.) The second I got out that door, I ran after the first girl that I saw,
 which usually lasted for about ten seconds (I had a very short attention span as a kid, I think it's shorter today
 than it was when I was nine) and then I chased after the next girl that I saw and so on.
44
Intertext, Vol. 4 [1996], Iss. 1, Art. 1
https://surface.syr.edu/intertext/vol4/iss1/1
Rodaman
http://wrt-intertext.syr.edu/iv/rodaman.html[2/3/2014 10:08:52 AM]
The real problem was this: too many girls to chase after. I wish I had a net or some kind of trap where all the girls
 were "frozen" in their tracks, that way I could actually catch them for a change. But then if I actually caught them,
 what would I have done? I didn't know about kissing, or hugging, or touching, I just had a feeling inside that I
 should chase girls, so I did? I guess that either I was a really slow runner or the girl I chased could have run the
 Boston Marathon . . . backwards and still beat me? I think my strategy was the real problem, I always chased the
 fastest girl first, and then was too tired to chase the other girls. My pair of size 6 Nike's got a workout in third
 grade, if I could feel the burn against my feet that meant I was having a good day chasing girls.
I probably sound like a perverted little 9 year old, but it was all in good fun. Now that I'm older and just a tad
 wiser, I wish I could chase after girls just as easily as I did in the third grade. Today, most of the girls I "chase"
 after or ask on a date run even faster than the girls in third grade from me? Sometimes I wish I could go back to
 being a third grader again, knowing what I know about girls now I would have a lot of fun? No, not that. I meant
 knowing how to talk to girls, knowing how to be nice to them, and realizing that sometimes girls don't like to be
 chased around day after day. But soon enough, the girlchaser will run again. 
Noodle-pudding
I was in the back seat of my dad's Ford Aerostar mini-van and I could almost smell it. You know what I mean, that
 little tickle in your nose when you can almost taste something in your mouth. I was craving it, I was wanting it, I
 couldn't wait to shove a fork of it down my throat. It was amazing how easily I could picture it in my head, baked
 right out of the ovenÑmy grandmother's noodle-pudding. As the car pulled up to the curb, I opened the door and
 jumped out before we came to a complete stop. My mind was racing, all I could think about was noodles, raisins,
 and the smell of cinnamon. I ran up to the elevator, stood on my tippy-toes, and pushed the up arrow button. A
 loud churning sound, a sound which resembled a car being mangled in a junkyard, went off in front of meÑahh, the
 elevator is here!
The bluish-green doors slid open to the great elevator as I ran inside. "Hold the elevator," my mother and father
 shouted. This may seem like a simple task, but my heart was pounding and my mind was racing, all I could see
 was the noodle-pudding steaming on one of my grandmother's flowery plates in front of me. The giant elevator
 doors slammed shut just as my parents reached them, I heard them slam into the doors as they closed. I let out a
 quiet giggle to myself. Again I went up on my tippy toes, reached as high as I could, and pushed the number eight
 button. I could see the table and my grandmother's smile as she scooped up my dream onto the plate. My mouth
 was dripping with saliva as the elevator slowly crept towards the heavens, I watched as the numbers changed, "1 .
 . . 2 . . . 3 . . . " It was like slow motion, I kept pushing the number eight button thinking that it would get me
 there quicker. Finally the doors opened with a loud "creak," I was there.
I ran down the hall, totally ignoring the ugly green wallpaper with millions of squiggily lines on it that I had always
 stopped to count. "815, 813, 811 . . . " the apartment numbers flew by my face, I finally reached my
 destinationÑapartment 801B, that was where my grandmother and grandfather lived. By this time I had forgotten
 about my parents who were probably ready to lock me in my room for the rest of my life for closing the elevator
 on them, but I didn't care. My small pudgy hands banged that door so hard, I gave it three swift bangs just to
 make sure they would hear me. "Who is it?" a high-pitched voice crackled.
"It's me grandma, it's Eric," I shouted out with joy. The door swung open exposing my grandmother's happy face.
 She gave me a warm embrace, and a small wet kiss on the cheek, I squirmed a little bit. When she finally let go of
 me, I took my hand and wiped off her slobber. I really loved hugging my grandmother, but I had noodle-pudding
 on my mind. I could smell it coming from the kitchen, it was calling my name "Hey, come eat me . . . "
But before I had a chance to walk toward the kitchen, another voice rang out, "Come over here, Shorty . . . "
 Shorty, a name I loved to hate. Every kid has a nickname growing up given to them by their grandparents; my
 friend Bill was good at baseball, so his grandfather called him "Slugger." Another friend, Joey, was great at
 basketball, his grandparents dubbed him "Dr. J." I was lucky enough to get the name "Shorty," and to this day my
 grandfather still calls me that. I gave my grandfather a small hug, and during that hug he snuck me a dollar bill.
 My grandfather was always giving me money behind my parents' backs, I didn't mind. I must have collected 100
 dollars from all the visits to my grandparents' apartment.
Another knock at the door. My parents walked in the room, my dad gave me a stare that I will never forget, it was
 the kind of stare where one eyebrow slants toward your hairline and the other brow makes kind of an upside down
 s-shape. But his stare only lasted a few seconds, and then he smiled and said to me, "It's okay Eric, your mother
 and I needed the exercise anyway." You see, they had climbed eight flights of stairs, I didn't notice the beads of
 sweat pouring down my dad's left cheek until he said that to me. Again I giggled to myself, I always got a kick out
 of making my parents hate me, I think.
While my parents and grandparents were doing their usual hugging and greeting ritual, I snuck into the kitchen. My
 face pressed up against the oven door, I could feel it's warmth on the tip of my nose. I could see the noodles and
 raisins piled high on the pan in the middle of the oven, my stomach growled. "Would you like some," my
 grandmother asked me, as she stood over my right shoulder. This was definitely a Kodak moment, a boy, his
 grandmother, and an oven full of noodle-pudding. "Yes! Yes! I would love some, grandma!" I shouted. She opened
 the oven, and a bright glow filled the room. I sat fidgeting in my seat, waiting for her to serve me.
But then, from out of no where, she said, "You can't have any noodle-pudding until you tell me something, Eric."
My tongue dropped down to the plate, and my eyes started to bulge. "Why can't I have any grandma," I cried out.
"Your mother told me that you've been chasing girls around school, is this true?"
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All I could think about was that noodle-pudding sliding down my throat, this was blackmail.
"Grandma, please can I have some noodle pudding," I begged.
"No. Not until you tell me about the girls," she said with a smile.
"Yes, I have been chasing girls around the school," I confessed, "Now can I pleeeeeaaase have some noodle
 pudding?"
She took a giant spoon, and scooped up a big portion of pudding, and put it in front of me. The instant that pudding
 was on my plate, I picked up my fork and started dumping it down my throat, only pausing to wash it down with
 the ginger-ale she gave me."Let me tell you something Eric, when I was a little girl, I chased the boys around the
 school," my grandmother told me. I was only half paying attention, my mind was fixated on the noodle-pudding, I
 gave her a nod, acting like I really cared what she was talking about.
"I would wait behind the tree in the middle of the playground, and then the first boy I saw, I would chase after,"
 she explained.
The noodle-pudding was tasting really good, I could taste every last morsel, every last raisinÑI was in heaven. With
 my mouth full, I blurted out, " Gradmahhh, vis is vegdfgally ghdood," (translationÑ"Grandma, this is really
 good!"). She smiled at me. "The boys hated when I chased them around, they all were scared of me, I never
 caught any of them," my grandmother said. "And I just think it's funny, Eric, that you're chasing the girls around
 the school," she explained.
I think my grandmother was trying very hard to remember her childhood that day, I wasn't being much of a help as
 I chowed down on her noodle-pudding. I finished and gave her a great big hug, I think deep down she knew that I
 really didn't care about her story, but she still loved me very much.
Driving home from their apartment that night, with my full belly and newly found wealth (that dollar bought me a
 whole pack of baseball cards the very next day) I remembered the last thing my grandmother had said to me. She
 said, "Even though I didn't catch any of them, I still had so much fun, I loved watching them run. I realized, at
 that very moment, that I was just like my grandmother. I love to watch them run, but not as much as I love my
 grandmother's noodle-pudding! 
Black Shoes, White Laces 
The giant blue and white-trimmed camp bus pulled up in front of us and we all piled in. I skipped the first two steps
 and took one giant step to the top. The bus driver smiled; I leaned over and beeped the horn "beeeeep!" I liked
 sitting in the back of the bus because there were three seats instead of two, so I could stretch out and lie down on
 the trip. I plugged my headphones into my walkman, put on my Billy Joel tape, and put my left foot over my right.
 The bus let out a loud hissing noise as the bus driver released the break. We were off, headed for the Delaware
 River.
I had never been rafting before, heckÑI had never been in a boat before, but at age 13, almost nothing scared me,
 even if some of the rapids were going to be five feet tall. My walkman was playing Billy's "Uptown Girl," as I tried
 miserably to sing along in my raspy-scratchy voice "uptown girl, she's been living in her upper class world." I
 always managed to get the words wrong. The bus kept chugging along Route 80; I looked out the window as the
 green and red leaves on the trees flew by. I closed my eyes, but was rudely awakened by a tugging at my left
 sneaker. "Eric, wake up!" a girl's voice shouted. I looked around, it was only my counselor. "Can I have your lunch
 to put with the others," she asked. I threw in my brown paper bag containing one green Macintosh apple, one half
 eaten peanut butter and jelly sandwich with the crust cut off, and a can of Pepsi. She shoved the lunch bag deep
 down with all the other bags and let out a sarcastic "thanks."
It's hard to sleep on a bus with 45 screaming 13 year-olds? so I decided to sit up and press my face against the
 warm window. I looked at my reflection, I looked 20 years older, it wasn't a pretty sight. My nose was all wrinkled,
 I think I left a small piece of snot on that window, and my eye lids were pressed back into my forehead ( like I
 saidÑnot a pretty sight). My Billy Joel tape ended just as the bus pulled into the parking lot. It might be almost
 impossible to sleep on a bus with 45 screaming 13 year-olds but try getting out of the bus after it stops. A giant
 line formed in the aisle the second the bus stopped. I got my 3 minutes of sleep in the back while everyone else
 pushed and shoved to get out of the bus. "Hey get off my foot!"
"Quit it, stop touching my ass!" were among the noises I could hear being yelled from up front.
After most of the kids were off the bus, I decided it was safe to get up and exit myself. The first thing I saw was
 this giant statue of George Washington. Now I'm no history major, but at the time I knew he had crossed the
 Delaware after some famous battle. I looked at it for a minute or two, noticing that one of his eyes was badly
 rusted and his left foot was missing part of his shoe. I just thought that maybe old George had cut off a couple of
 toes with that ax of his while he was cutting down the cherry tree. I turned from the statue and saw an unfamiliar
 face, but I knew instantly who it was. The bus driver, the only black person on the bus, had brought along his
 seven year old son to go rafting with us. He smiled at me as I walked down towards the river.
My three best friends decided to let me on the canoe with them, but they made me sit up front and paddle. We all
 zipped up our bright orange life jackets, jumped in the canoe, and we were off. I sat in the front, the best place. I
 got to see everything first. My friend Evan Wasserstrom was in the back helping me paddle. Evan was about my
 age, but for some reason he seemed much older to me. I looked up to him, followed him around like a puppy dog,
 and I always did what he told me. "Eric, you take the right side and I'll take the left."
 I cupped my hand to my forehead and saluted him. "Aye, aye captain," I joked. We paddled until we were in the
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 middle of the river. It was a beautiful autumn day, the leaves were a bright reddish-brown, a slight breeze crept up
 the back of my neck. I put my hand in the river, it was freezing. I dunked both of my hands in the water, cupped
 them together and splashed one of the other passengers, my friend John.
He quickly took his right hand and gave me a sharp slap on the back of my shoulder, "Just paddle Eric," he
 commanded.
It was about one in the afternoon when we reached the halfway point down the river. I stopped paddling for a
 moment, tilted my head back, and looked up at the clouds. I saw, what to me, looked like a giant Volkswagen.
 "Punch buggy white," I said to myself. Evan also stopped paddling, He looked at me and asked if I was tired. "No
 Evan, I'm just resting," I said.
The other passenger my friend Bill McSweeney had a great idea. "Hey guys, I bet you I can pee the farthest!" he
 shouted.
"No way man, I can," Evan boasted.
So all three of us stood up, right there in the middle of the Delaware River, dropped our pants, and started peeing
 off the side of the canoe. We were the lead canoe, about a mile in front of the others , so no one could see what
 we were doing. Bill and Evan made a decorative "X" with their streams, both of them dribbled on the side of the
 canoe.
I finished, zipped up my pants, and started to rock the canoe back and forth while they were still doing their thing.
 "Hey stop!" they yelled.
After they finished proving their manhood, we decided to paddle backwards, against the onrushing current. This
 really made my arms sore and tired, but I was strongÑI could do anything at age 13. I thought of myself as
 immortal, stronger than Zeus. Ten minutes later, a silver colored canoe with four other kids caught up to us. The
 first thing I noticed was a smaller passenger in the back. He wasn't wearing his life jacket, and was bouncing wildly
 in the back of the canoe. It was the bus driver's seven year old son, who had the widest smile on his face. A smile
 which still haunts me in my dreams. I had remembered something one of the other kids had mentionedÑhe
 couldn't swim.
"Hey, sit down in the canoe and put your life jacket on!" I yelled across the river to him. No response. He gave only
 a wave of his little hand and off they went speeding down the river. We started paddling forward again, trying to
 catch up.
There was a sharp bend in the river's path that hid the silver canoe from our sight. We paddled as hard as we
 could, Evan and I were huffing and puffing as the paddles made loud splashes in the river. We made it around the
 bend and saw the other canoe just ahead of ours. They were stopped dead in the water, as if looking for
 something. I thought maybe someone dropped an oar in the river. I did not know how wrong I was.
Only three boys were on the canoe, the little drivers' son was missing. We paddled up along side of their canoe.
 "Where did the bus driver's son go?"
"He fell in," one member of the silver canoe pleaded. Frantically, without thinking we dove in, the current was too
 strong, we couldn't dive down deep enough to find him. Evan stayed in the canoe and shouted for himÑnothing.
 Before I climbed back in our red canoe, I felt something in the water with my hand and grabbed it. It was a little
 boy's size 3 Tom McCann sneaker. The sneaker was black with white laces, floating right next to the red canoe and
 full of water. I threw it into the canoe? I climbed in, and started to paddle. Silence. All I could hear was the
 onrushing current smashing the sides of our canoe. I wanted to knowÑwas he okay?
Twenty minutes later. We reached the end of the river, where the leader of the canoe trip was waiting for everyone
 to finish. Bill and Evan pushed the canoe up on the beach, and I ran over to the man and told him what had
 happened. The man sprinted to his truck, called out something on his CB radio, I saw the concern sweep across his
 face. I kept thinking to myself, "He's dead." Inside I was hurting, I didn't know him, but I wished it was me who
 drowned that day. I told him to put on his life jacket; why didn't he listen? He was only seven, he had his whole
 life in front of himÑbut it's all gone.
I didn't tell anybody about the shoe. I hid it underneath my shirt, I wanted to give it to the bus driver. I remember
 watching my counselor telling the bus driver that his son was dead; it was the worst thing I ever saw. His face, I'll
 never forget his expression of sadness. Tears streamed down the left side of his cheek, I couldn't watch anymore. I
 gave my counselor the shoe and ran behind a tree where no one could see and cried. I didn't want anyone to see
 my tears. "Why did he have to die," I asked God in my mind.
We waited about an hour for another bus to pick us up and take us home. I threw a giant pebble in the river, and
 got on the bus. No one said a word the whole ride home, not even one "get off my ass" remark. Exhausted from
 paddling that day, I went to the back and fell asleep. One dream of mine, I'll never forget it, I reach out my hand
 and the little boy grabs it.
" I wish I could make it come true." 
Dating Marissa Tomei 
I still haven't figured out how to fall in love and stay there. Is there a five step plan men must follow in order to find
 the girl of his dreams? My days chasing girls around the school yard are long gone, and so are the high-school
 days of passing notes and whispering "Does she like me?" and "Tell her I think she's cute." For twenty one years
 I've been looking for all the answers to the question: where do I find love? You name the place, I've looked there. I
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 thought I fell in love with someone. Sure, I fell . . . too bad it was flat on my face.
She sat across from me at my friend Hillary's sweet-sixteen birthday party. The first thing I noticed were her eyes.
 She had the widest, deepest hazel eyesÑyou know, the kind you can stare and stare at until you get lost in them. I
 was hypnotized by the swirly shades of green and brown all meshed together in a neat pattern. I caught myself
 staring at her; she glanced back and gave me a smile.
She smiled at me. I gave another look in her directionÑshe smiled again. Two smiles in a row, my self-esteem was
 growing. By this time I figured she wasn't going to throw her plate of birthday cake at me, so I talked to her. What
 I wanted to say was "I really think you're beautiful, can I have your children?" but what came out was a pathetic
 "Hey, I'm Hillary's friend, Eric."
"I'm Lorin, I go to high school with her," she said with another smile.
I was nervous, to say the least. I reached for my Pepsi only to spill it on the floor. "Way to go, genius," I mumbled
 to myself. First impressions were not my greatest feature, but I didn't careÑI got a giggle out of her when I spilled
 the Pepsi. She has to think I'm cute .
"You live around here?" It was the only question I could think of.
"Yeah, right around the corner," she replied.
This is when my brain really started churning. I started to think of something, anything she might like. Sports? She
 had an athletic build, really strong looking legs, but I didn't think she would like my discussion about the Rangers
 winning the Stanley Cup. I spent all summer watching my favorite hockey team finally winning; the last time they
 won was in 1940.
One of those light bulbs must have been glowing above my head when I asked, "What's your favorite movie?"
"My Cousin Vinny," she said in a Marissa Tomei accent. You see, the girl was in love with, if not, obsessed with
 Marissa Tomei. She was her favorite actress, her idol, if Marissa Tomei was in a movieÑwe had to go see it. I can
 recite every Marissa Tomei line from My Cousin Vinny. She talked about her constantly, sometimes she went a
 whole day talking with a Brooklyn accent. It really annoyed me, but I thought it was cute tooÑwell until the second
 week of going out with her. Lorin loved the girl so much, sometimes it felt like I was dating Marrisa Tomei; the
 things men have to put up with.
Women are always asking men, this is no exception for Lorin, "How do I look in this?"
Any answer will be the wrong answer, especially no answer. Silence is truly deadly. When you hear the question,
 it's already too late to run away. The guillotine has dropped, and your head is already in the basket. I sometimes
 pictured Lorin wearing all black, and an executioner's mask on her head.
Do women really think men can say something they'll want to hear? Or is this question just another test. Try to say
 something nice. Deep down, women will appreciate that you're at least trying to pay attention. Lorin, for example,
 had some really beautiful dressesÑred ones, black ones, even a green dressÑshe knew how to make me drool.
 What works for me, give many visual tips, try and confuse the woman. Before answering the question "How do I
 look in this?" tilt your head to one side, take a deep breath in through your nose, and as you let it out, let a sigh
 slowly transform into a warm smile. The results are amazing, and often overshadow any words you might mumble.
 Be sure to first practice this in the mirror. Avoid the classic dog-head tilt at all costs.
My freshman year in college, I watched a relationship end because the guy didn't understand this. His girlfriend
 came out of the bedroom wearing an incredible red cashmere sweater. Her hair was magnificent. She was so good-
looking, I almost fell down. They say women dress for themselves, but clearly she was trying to impress him. But
 this guy just looked at her dumbfounded and said, "You got any beer?"
Classic mistake on his part. She punched that guy in the gut so hard, I think his stomach came out his mouth. I
 think he was lucky she didn't punch any lower, I saw her look in that general direction, but she didn't. Damn, I
 would've liked to have seen that one.
Lorin and I, like people in any relationship, had our problems too. I was a senior in college, she was a junior in high
 school. I know what you're thinkingÑrobbing the cradle, Eric? There was a good three years age difference
 between us, but she was matureÑI thought. I put up with the Marrisa Tomei routine, and the times she went into
 her "I'm not talking to you" routines, every guy goes through this stage. You know, you do something that really
 upsets them, even though you have no clue what it is you did wrong, and the woman never wants to talk to you
 again.
It always turned out that Lorin called me back ten minutes after she gave me the "I'm never talking to you again"
 speech. Making up was always the best part. Lorin and I would lay on her white leather couch in her basement,
 just the two of us, lights set to dim, me holding her tightly in my arms, her soft kiss on my cheekÑthere was no
 feeling in the world like it. It's the feeling deep inside of me that said "Someone cares about you, loves you, wants
 you." I miss that feeling now.
Those moments never lasted long enough. Women have a tendency to take apart every little thing a man does.
 Funny though, I never knew what it was I actually did wrong. Maybe I didn't call her exactly at 9:30 or I forgot to
 say "I love your Marissa Tomei accent," little things, the things that made me start to realize I wasn't in love with
 this girl. But for a year, this was the greatest thing in my life. I wanted to marry this girl, I wanted to buy a house
 and golden retriever with her, I wanted to have children with her. It all changed so quickly.
I bought her a present for our one-year anniversary, it was a Fossil watch. It took me about 2 months to save up
48
Intertext, Vol. 4 [1996], Iss. 1, Art. 1
https://surface.syr.edu/intertext/vol4/iss1/1
Rodaman
http://wrt-intertext.syr.edu/iv/rodaman.html[2/3/2014 10:08:52 AM]
 and buy it for her, two months which I now regret. She had been coonstantly hinting to me that she wanted the
 watch, so I saved every penny toward it. As watches go, it was really coolÑI wanted one for myself. It was gold-
trimmed, with blue on the inside. On the top of the watch was a space where, at night, the moon would appear. I
 loved waiting till it got dark outside, so I could see the moon on the watch.
The last time I saw Lorin, the day before I went back to Syracuse, I gave her that watch. She fell in love with it, I
 could see the glow in her eyes. "Eric, I love you," she said as tears came pouring down her cheeks. She gave me a
 big hug and a nice, deep kiss. That's the one thing I missÑholding her in my arms and putting my lips on top of
 hers, and saying "I love you" softly to her. I miss kissing her. I admit that not everything about my relationship
 with her was great, but kissing made up for it. I'm a great kisser by the way. I have a variety of kisses. There's the
 soft, little kisses that drive women crazy and then there's the long, deep, eyes closed kiss that you lose yourself in.
About this kissing thing. Everyone has to learn somehow. I practiced kissing my hand. I kissed it in bed. I used to
 imagine that I was a wounded soldier in battle, and a beautiful nurse had come to see that I was all right. I was
 hurt, so she had no excuse to refuse the kiss. I guess this was a natural extension of playing war. Then, the point
 was to escape injury. It still was, but if by some chance you took a hit, at least the day wasn't a total lossÑyou
 would get a kiss from a beautiful nurse. About this time I began being sorry that the girls I knew weren't interested
 in our war games.
I stopped kissing my hand when my brother caught me doing it. We shared a bedroom. I was only 13, give me a
 break. Even at that age you had to have some humility.
It's hard for me to say "I love you," anymore. Lorin really dropped a bomb on me. I always wondered how people
 got a "broken heart," I found out really quick. You see, the day after I went back to college, she and her watch
 sauntered over to her friend Josh's house and they "hooked-up." I hate those words, but I don' t know how else to
 put it. Oh yeah, they had mad passionate, bed-rocking sex. I never got one phone call from Lorin when I got back
 to schoolÑshe was too busy with Josh. I didn't know the kid, but I wanted to shove my fist down his throat. I called
 her, yelled my brains out at her, that was itÑthe end of Lorin. I try not to say her name anymore, except when it
 comes to kissingÑshe was good at that.
Breaking up over the phone was a horrible experience, she told me all the things that I "did wrong" in the
 relationship, and I yelled at her for sleeping with Josh. I have always believed that everyone in life has a plan, and
 that there is someone for everyone. Mental noteÑcall 911 and ask them to send me a woman. Maybe Lorin wasn't
 the girl I was meant to be with, I've had many little "flings," but I thought Lorin was "the one." I lost a lot in my
 relationship with Lorin, I also gained something as well. I lost the ability to trust, I lost my appetite every time
 Lorin spoke like Marissa Tomei, and I lost $150 dollars for the gold watch.
What did I get after I broke up with her? A broken heart. 
A Bird of Different Feathers 
Thanksgiving is probably my second favorite holiday, my first is Chanukah. That's pronounced Hanukah with a long
 "ch" spitting sound in front of it. Chanukah is my favorite because you get a different present for seven straight
 days and eat really great food. Turkey day is cool, you get to eat a really great bird, stuffing, and cranberry sauce,
 but you don't get presents like you do on Chanukah. But this year's Thanksgiving celebration made me change my
 pick of a favorite holiday.
I drove home from Syracuse Tuesday afternoon. Me and my trusted mini-van rumbling down Route 81 through
 upstate New York in the middle of a blizzard headed for my home in New Jersey. "What a great vacation this is
 starting out to be," I said.
Great, I was talking to myselfÑbad habit. I was caught talking to myself once, the person who caught me thought I
 belonged in a mental hospital, maybe she was right. I was in the library searching for a book by Steven King, one
 of my favorite authors. I was trying to remember the title of one of his books, mumbling out loud all the titles I
 knew. I would say stuff like "Okay, EricÑlet's find the book now, you can do it, Cujo, Tommy knockers, It." I had
 no idea there was somebody right behind me. I turned around to leave the aisle, and I spotted her, she was
 giggling at me. She had that you ought to be in a mental hospital look on her face. So I talk to myself, doesn't
 everybody? I've had some great conversations with myself.
It took me five hours to get home, usually I can make it in three and a half? I was lucky my car didn't ski jump off
 the highway that night, the party van (that's what I call my car) doesn't handle well in the snow. I pulled into my
 driveway on Jackson Avenue, got out of my car, and kissed the ground. After getting the pebbles out of my mouth,
 I stumbled into my house. Both of my brothers were anxiously at the door, waiting to attack me with flying fists.
 Every time I come home, they beat me up. My mom ran up to me and gave me a huge hug, my dad patted me on
 the back and said, "Glad you're home, Eric, we've missed you." This was the first time in two months I had made
 the trip back to Rockaway; it was amazing how the house seemed so different.
"We didn't rent out your room this time, Eric," my dad joked.
"Ah too bad dad, you could have gotten so much money for it, right dad," I snickered back to him.
I was tired from the drive home, so I crashed on the couch downstairs while my brothers played Wrestlemania
 against each other below me. It was always fun to watch my brothers beat the crap out of each other; most times
 the fight ended in a draw, but usually someone ended up cryingÑI love watching them kill each other. Okay, so I'm
 a mean brother, but that's my job.
I managed to fall asleep even with the punching and kicking noises coming from the wrestling ring. I woke up the
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 next morning with a stiff neck and whipped cream on my ear? Bradley, my youngest brother, had put shaving
 cream all over my ear while I slept, they always get their revenge when I'm home. I ran upstairs and gave him a
 wedgie, my revenge for the day.
My family had decided to celebrate Thanksgiving on Wednesday this year, the real Thanksgiving was on Thursday;
 my family liked to be different.
Sometimes I feel like requesting a trade to a different family. Nah I love them, I couldn't live with anyone else. We
 drove twenty minutes to our aunt and uncle's house in Pine Brook, New Jersey. All the usual rituals that go along
 with relatives took place, the hugging, kissing, and questions. I hate the questions. It's always the same line of
 questioning: "How are you doing in school?" and "What are you doing when you graduate?" or "Do you have a
 girlfriend?"
 I was smart, I had prepared the answers in my head before we got to their house in the car. "Yes." "Sleeping." And
 "I have 3 girlfriends, they live in my closet." The last answer was a lie, of course. My dad gave me one of his "Have
 you been smoking weed" looks.
"25,000 dollars a year, I'm glad my money is safe," my dad said to my uncle.
My uncle is a really great guy, I sometimes wish I could have been his son. I love my dad; I couldn't possibly have
 gotten to where I am (where am I?) today without him. But my uncle is rich, and he's got all these really cool
 things in his house. He really likes to watch television, he even has t.v.'s in both bathrooms , that's so cool. You
 can watch football when you're in the can. My aunt told me he was in there for two hours one day. His excuse was
 that he fell asleep on the toilet; he was really watching football. My uncle goes to hide from his wife in the
 bathroom and can still watch television, the man is a genius. I went into the bathroom just to watch the tube, I
 was in heaven.
We all sat down in the main dining room, and I say main dining room because there are three separate eating
 rooms in the house. First courseÑsoup. I slurped down my soup like there was no tomorrow. I had turkey on my
 mind, I figured if I ate the first courses faster, the bird would appear sooner. But I was wrong, the turkey was still
 in the oven. Buzzzzzzz, the oven alarm rang signaling that the bird was ready. Fresh out of the oven it came to the
 table, still sizzling. My uncle lifted up the knife to cut the turkey, but his face had a puzzled look on it. He reached
 his hand inside the turkey and pulled out something. I was at the other end of the table and couldn't see what it
 was. He took a napkin and cleaned off whatever it was. He was laughing hysterically. What did he pull out of the
 bird? A baby garden snake. My mom jumped out of her seat and ran from the table screaming. So much for eating
 turkey on thanksgiving. The snake was about 2 feet long and was alive. I thought Thanksgiving was going to be
 boring, but noÑsnakes are being pulled from our turkey, this holiday was turning out to be really great.
He took the snake outside and let it go, the turkey was immediately thrown into the garbage. Luckily my mom had
 made brisket to go along with my aunt's turkey. My aunt was just a little upset that her turkey was ruined by a
 baby garden snake. I really didn't care that I wasn't going to eat turkey, I chewed down on stuffing and cranberry
 sauce. After this night, I decided that Thanksgiving is cooler than Chanukah. 
Epilogue 
I am still searching for the answer to the question "What does it take to be a man?" I am certain there is one out
 there; I just haven't looked in the right places. I am still a child, a child locked in an adult body. I like to play
 Chutes' and Ladders, I like watching Sesame Street and cartoons in the afternoon, and I still believe in the tooth
 fairy. I am still young at heart, I will never lose that. Everyone always told me "Grow up," or "Act your age." I
 don't listen to them anymore because I know no matter what I do, I am acting my ageÑeven if there is Silly Putty
 stuck to my right ear lobe. I am a kid at heart.
I hope by reading this you have discovered the child in me; the child who always wants to come out and play. The
 child who had good and bad experiences. I wish I could change the past, doesn't everyone?
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A Bigger Mess
Abigail McMillen
Louise Wetherbee Phelps Writing Awards Honorable Mention
"A Bigger Mess" is an attempt to turn the study of rhetoric into something more interesting and
accessible for those of us, like me, whose heads are mostly confused and whose brains generally turn to soup when
 trying to make sense of this complicated and slippery topic. As an English major whose primary interest is creative
 writing, I wanted to do something original with rhetoric. How to do this baffled me from the start of Professor Jim
 Comas' Rhetorical Theory class. Sometimes the only the things you really love can help you stop the swirling in
 your head. Ergo, I tried to use creative writing to bring some semblance of order to my mess of knowledge;
 obviously, all I created was a bigger mess. 
I might be confused sometimes in my head but it is not something you need to talk about. Before you can talk
 you have to line it all up in order and I had rather just let it swirl around until I am too tired to think. You just let
 the motion in your head wear you out. Never think about it. You just make a bigger mess that way.
Kaye Gibbons
Ellen Foster
Cast:
Kenneth Burke . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Glenn Close*
Aristotle . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Anthony Hopkins
Friedrich Nietzche . . . . . . . . . . . . . Gary Oldman
Plato . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Patrick Stewart
*In light of recent feminist movements, the director saw fit to cast a female in the play, despite the fact that all the
 characters are male. Just being politically correct. After all, Shakespeare's boys played girls...
For the sake of a Theory of Rhetoric class struggling to understand the term 'rhetoric' and its implications, four
 famous philosophers return from the grave and congregate in Professor Jim Comas' office, where they argue their
 different theories with the hopes of producing a new, all-encompassing theory, or at least giving the class some
 grasp of what rhetoric is.
ACT I
Plato, Aristotle, Nietzche and Burke sit around a table.
Aris: "Friends, Romans. . ."
Plato: Greeks.
Niet:Germans.
Burke:Americans.
Aris: (ignoring them) ". . . Countrymen, lend me your ears." A certain exigency has brought us here today, agreed?
Plato: That depends, Aristotle. Would you mind telling us what you mean by 'exigency'?
Aris: (pointing to audience) I'm mean, Plato, that these people want to know what rhetoric is.
Plato: I see. (To N. and B.) Do you gentlemen agree?
Niet:Well, yes, that's technically why we're here, but I think the more pertinent question is why are they interested
 in rhetoric.
Burke:Precisely. We should be discussing the exigency behind their interests.
Plato: Ah, there's that word 'exigency' again.
Aris: Well, frankly, I don't see what there is to discuss. I mean, I don't see the value of discussion. Shouldn't we
 gather all our empirical data and publish them in a treatise or proclamation or something?
Plato: (clocks A. on head) Well, you lunk head, (with growing agitation) don't you think we should reach an
 agreement on what rhetoric is before we go so far as to PUBLISH SOMETHING? HUH?
Aris: Well, scientific facts collected systematically are better. . .
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Niet:Excuse me! We aren't here to fight, you ninnies. Why can't you behave like civilized beings? You're so big on
 distinguishing humans from other animals, yet you're just as barbaric as any wild beast. We just want to discuss
 the role and/or definition of rhetoric in a calm and civil manner. Now, would you like to hear my opinion?
Burke, Aris, Plato: Yes, do go on.
Niet:The exigency here is man's misconception of the possibility of truth. Indeed, man is extremely conceited to
 even believe he can know anything. The arrogance associated with knowledge and sensation lays a blinding fog
 over man's eyes and senses. It deceives him about the value of existence by instilling in him a most flattering
 estimation of this faculty of knowledge.
(Plato interjects, misunderstanding N.'s words and joining them with his own theory.)
Plato: Ah, yes, flattery. One of my all-time favorite topics. Rhetoric is indeed a flattery.
(Niet. looks to Burke and rolls his eyes). I mean that it seems to require techne or expertise, but in fact it doesn't.
 It lacks rational understanding, which is positive and good. Since it lacks what is good, it in itself must be bad.
Aris: (visibly excited) Yes, and since man is the animal with the ability to reason. . .
Niet:(Clearing his throat) You misunderstand me, my friends. No matter, most people do. (Sarcastically) I don't
 expect you two to be exceptions just because your ideas have been the foundation for Western thought for nearly
 2500 years. . .
Burke:Now, now, go easy on them. They've been dead for so long they probably haven't had a chance to read up
 on your theories. I'm fresh dead, you know, and was a big fan of yours while I lived. You've got to give them a
 little credit. I mean, not everyone gets a chance to argue his point with Plato for God's sake. (To P. and A.) You
 really must listen. Nietzche's theory is quite brilliant. I fancy you'll appreciate it.
Plato: Very well then. Go on. Please tell us what you mean, exactly, by "flattering estimation" of knowledge.
Aris: Indeed, please continue. I'm interested in the implications of this flattery.
Niet:Now then. What I mean is that men think they have knowledge, when indeed they don't. Knowledge, you see,
 is meaning, and meaning is transferred metaphorically through language.
Aris: What exactly do you mean by. . .
Plato: HEY! STOP! I invented the Socratic method of inquiry, so I'LL ask the questions. What, Nietzche, do you
 mean by "metaphorically transferred through language"?
Aris: (grumbling) That's NOT what I was going to ask.
Plato: Tough, kid. Deal with it.
Burke:Sirs! Can we please get on with this? I, myself, am extremely intrigued by Nietzche's ideas on language and
 meaning.
Aris: You're right, KB. After all, the leading of the mind by language, or psychagogia, as I call it, is truly an
 interesting topic.
Niet:As I was saying. All meaning is essentially metaphorical. The relationship between the nerve stimulus, or the
 light waves bouncing into the eye, and the actual image that forms in the brain, is metaphorical. That is, it is
 carried across by metaphor. Similarly, the relationship between image and sound is metaphorical and. . .
Aris: Whoa, whoa. Slow down a minute. You lost me way back there. I'm sitting here thinking of rhetoric in terms
 of public discourse, and you're rambling on about metaphors. Boy, things sure have changed in the 2500 years
 I've been dead.
Plato: Yes, there's something very different about this theory. I can't quite put my finger on it. . .
Burke:I can. Let me put it as simply as possible. You, Plato and Aristotle, as well as some other more recent
 thinkers like Robert L. Scott, are dealing with the category of knowledge and rhetoric. Nietzche here has extended
 the realm of rhetoric to include meaning. We all wonder about the origins of meaning, and we tend to gravitate
 towards language as the carrier of meaning.
Aris: Yes, I call that psychagogia, like I said. It translates generally into the leading of the mind by language.
Burke:Exactly. And Nietzche has just taken it a step further, explaining it rhetorically.
Plato: But what, KB, do you mean by 'rhetorically'? It seems we have very different definitions of the word.
Aris: Indeed. I'm referring to it as a kind of persuasive reasoning.
Plato: And I think of it as a flattery that could become a techne (expertise) if the speaker is knowledable of what
 he's speaking about.
Niet:And I'm criticizing that idea of knowledge.
(Burke nods in agreement)
Plato: If you say so. But what do you mean by rhetoric?
Niet:Oh that's easy. I mean tropicÑthe rhetorical tropesÑmetaphor, metonym, synecdoche, ironyÑall ways of
 turning meaning around to mean something else. Representations of meaning, if you will.
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Aris: And from this you can conclude. . .
Plato: Who's doing the questioning here Aristotle? Nietzche, could you explain how you are able to criticize the idea
 of knowledge through this theory?
Niet:Certainly. Let me give you a metaphor. (A. and P. roll their eyes and sigh, visibly frustrated). It's like
 translating a language. When Aristotle translated the meaning of "psychagogia" from Greek to English, some of the
 meaning was automatically lost. In other words, the transformation from one stage to another cannot be perfect.
 Something is necessarily LOST.
Aris: I'm LOST.
Niet:Settle down. Okay. In order for your capital-T Truth to exist, the transformations between nerve stimulus and
 image, and image and sound, would have to be perfect. But that's impossible. The original Mona Lisa will always be
 the perfect original, no matter how many imperfect copies are made of it.
Plato: (thoughtful) Hmm. Well, it's so different from our classical theories of rhetoric that I'm afraid I'm a bit
 overwhelmed. Perhaps we should take a nice walk by a body of water to rejuvenate our thoughts. I thought I saw
 a lake on our way in.
END ACT 1
CURTAIN
ACT II
All four philosophers sit, relaxing on the "banks" of Lake Onondaga. Plato describes the scene in vivid detail, and it
 is emphasized that he is not familiar with his surroundings.
Plato: Ah, here we are. Well, this might not be the Mediterranean, but at least it's water. Although, I must say this
 isn't the loveliest spot for a rest. These banks are a bit soggy, and the trees, well, there just aren't many trees.
 The lake seems to fill the neighborhood with the foulest possible fragrance, and its waters are murky and dark.
 Zeus, the god whom I followed in my former existence, would most definitely be appalled to learn of my presence
 here. Since we are here, let us move to that park bench over there, away from this polluted stench.
(All agree)
Niet:Well, shall we get back to our discussion of transformations? Do you understand what I was saying about the
 meaning of being rhetorical?
Aris: Well, I guess so. Let me see if I can say it in my own words. Okay, the major premise would be that
 metaphors are rhetorical. Which leads to the minor premise that meaning is understood through metaphor. Thus
 your conclusion that meaning is rhetorical. Yes, that does put things in perspective. Thank Zeus for syllogisms.
Plato: Would you mind if I questioned you a bit about your quip of the Mona Lisa?
Niet:Feel free.
Plato: Good. Now, you said that the Mona Lisa will always be the perfect original. What do you mean by 'perfect'?
Niet: I mean that it will always be the true original because no copy of it could ever be an exact copy.
Plato: So you think it's possible for something in the physical world to be perfect?
Niet:Well, the word 'perfect' is misleading. Nothing is ever really perfect. However, no matter how many copies of
 the Mona Lisa are made throughout all of history, not one will be able to exactly imitate it.
Burke:Come on, you guys aren't this thick-skulled. It's not a hard thing to grasp.
Plato: Maybe not for you, Mr. Being. Have you ever heard of my metaphysical theory? I interpreted Nietzche's
 statement about the Mona Lisa to be something similar to my idea that things in the physical world are only copies
 of Forms or Ideas, which are perfect and unable to be imitated exactly since they exist in a realm of ultimate
 reality.
Burke:(Becoming angry) Well, that's not what he meant. It doesn't really have anything to do with physical and
 ultimate forms. It's the metaphor we're talking aboutÑa representation of a transformation between two things.
Aris: Anybody got a pen? I think we should keep track of the data we find just in case we want to publish a treatise
 or something later.
Plato: By Zeus, would you come off the treatise thing? It's never going to happen, my friend. We can't even agree
 about a painting. How are we ever going to agree enough to actually get something in print? (to B.) Well, about
 this transformation thing. It makes me think about language. I mean, the whole reason I got interested in rhetoric
 in the first place was because I noticed this sort of persuasive phenomenon happening around Athens. I noticed
 that certain speakers, like Gorgias and other Sophists, (he makes a face as he says this, as though it tastes bad in
 his mouth) were using language to persuade people of things.
Niet:What kinds of things?
Plato: Well, like Lysius wrote a whole speech entirely devoted to persuading Athenians that it's better to have
 friendship with a non lover than a lover because non lovers are sane and lovers are insane. Can you believe that?
 Ridiculous! And then there are the Sophists who are teaching Athenian citizens that power is more important than
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 Justice. I mean, the goal of education should be to train moral and just citizens, not power-hungry criminals.
Burke:Well, maybe the problem is that words like "moral" and "just" are so ambiguous. I call them dialectical
 terms, after you, actually. I mean, they aren't physical objects like, say, this park bench we're sitting on. It's hard
 to understand something that exists only in people's heads. You can't make everyone think alike. . . Knowledge is
 situational.
Plato: I know we don't have objects to represent things like Justice, that's why I invented philosophyÑin order to
 conceptualize or theorize Justice. Rhetoric is what was turning people away from Justice, giving us people like
 Callicles who'll do anything to anyone because they're bigger, stronger, and more powerful.
Aris: That's sort of like me. I understand rhetoric as a persuasive discourse that can hinder man's natural ability to
 reason. I tried to provide a rational explanation for the persuasiveness of language.
Plato: Actually, we kind of disagree. I don't think that the study of rhetoric can provide a causal explanation of why
 persuasive language works. Rhetoric isn't a techne, it's a flattery, a lesser branch of the techne of philosophy, like
 cooking is the phantom flattery of medicine. That's why I favor the dialogue, it gives me a chance to question
 people about what they really mean by what they say.
Niet: So we're back to a discussion of language. Maybe what we need to focus on is a discussion of language and
 how it creates meaning. It seems obvious that all of our theories eventually lead to the question of how language
 brings about meaning, doesn't it?
(All agree) So let's talk words.
END ACT II
CURTAIN
ACT III
Back in Professor Comas' office, the "fab four" continue their discussion of rhetoric and reach a much-awaited
 conclusion. ..
Aris: Well, Plato and I seem to agree on at least one thing, rhetoric is persuasive. Rhetorical language is used to
 persuade other people.
Burke:Wait a minute. Words are important and all, but don't you thing you've simplified rhetoric just a little too
 much? I mean, you can't just reduce rhetoric to one motive, like persuasion. Human behavior is much more
 complicated than that.
Plato: Well, KB, what's your theory?
Burke:I've taken an ontological approach to rhetoric. I opine that rhetoric is essential to human existence. It's a
 way of understanding Being.
(A. and P. look puzzled)
Aris: This is just too much for me to take. I want, I need a treatise to help me sort this all out.
Niet:Well, rhetoric certainly is messy.
Plato: We've gone from rhetoric as a flattery to the rhetorical tropes to persuasion to Being. I must say my brain's
 quite out of fuel. So, KB, just how do you connect rhetoric and Being?
Burke:Well, consider this word: identification.
(pause)
What does it mean to you?
Aris: Well, it suggests a common interest. . .
Plato: Or maybe a common goal?. . .
Niet:It's the nature of humans to group together. . .
Burke:OK, you're all right. But listen to this: inherent in "identification" is actually division, right? Because in order
 to identify with one group you automatically don't identify with another group. Man is, by nature, divisive.
Plato: Would you mind explaining how this has to do with rhetoric?
Burke:Rhetoric allows the social cooperation of a naturally divisive being through identification. Rhetoric is the
 transformation from divisive to socially cooperative.
Niet:Ah. Your transformations are similar to my metaphors. . .
Aris: Excuse me! But how is this ontological.
Plato: OK. First of all, Aristotle, you seem to forget that I'm doing the questioning. And second of all, BE PATIENT!
 He's getting there, just wait a couple seconds.
Burke:I believe that the nature of human beings, which can be seen in our arrogance and competitiveness, leads
 to permanent division. Rhetoric helps us to cooperate socially.
Plato: So rhetoric persuades us to work together?
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Niet:Well, in a way, yes. I guess if you absolutely must use that word 'persuasion', then that's the best way to use
 it. You see, we all agree that it's the language that really matters here. No matter how much we dissect rhetoric,
 we always end up with language.
Aris: Because language is what leads the mind. . .
Plato: And language can be used to persuade people to believe or do something. The art of rhetoric is a way of
 influencing men's minds by means of words, whether the words are spoken in a court of law or before some other
 public body or in private conversation.
Niet:And language is ultimately what holds the human race together. It's the glue that binds us.
Burke:You understand my theory rather well. Rhetoric is rooted in an essential function that is wholly realistic, and
 is continually born anew. The use of language as a symbolic means of inducing cooperation in beings that by
 nature respond 'to symbols.
Plato: Yes, yes, I like that last part about 'symbolic means'. That does seem to make sense.
Aris: Well, I mean, that's a big jump from 'rhetoric is the counterpart of dialectic', but I think I see your point. You
 know Plato, maybe this dialectical conversation isn't so bad after all. It would be pretty hard to try and make a
 treatise out of all this mess.
Plato: Well steal my toga and kick me hard! I never thought you'd admit to that.
Niet:So how can we sum this up for our audience?
Plato: Just for the record, I want you all to know how sad I am. I really hope I didn't spend my entire life walking
 about Athens and bugging the Sophists for no reason.
Niet:Of course you didn't. You just founded philosophy, that's all. No big deal. YOU'RE A GENIUS, YOU MORON!
Burke:I think I have the perfect line to summarize: Rhetoric is concerned with the state of Babel after the Fall.
(A., P., and N. look puzzled)
Niet:Oh no, KB, don't go getting all religious on us now. . .
Burke:No, no, I'm not, but that line is our conversation in a nutshell. . .
Burke smiles slyly and gets up to leave. The others shrug their shoulders and follow him out the door.
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